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Lord Dacre of the South. 

Earl of Abergavenny, his father-in-law. 

Lord Audley de Walden, Chancellor and High Steward 

to Henry VHL 

Sir Nicholas Pelham, Sheriff of Sussex. 

Hubert Pelham, his Nephew. 

Sir Walter Mansel, affianced to the sister of Lord Dacre. 

Masters Poyntz, 

Roydon, , ^ t^ 

^ > jriends of Dacre. 

Chenies, ' 

Frowds, 

Mark, an old Seneschal of Lord Dacre. 

Dick Sumner, Pelharns Park-keeper. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Secretary to Lord Audley. 

Privy Councillors^ Courtiers^ Guests. 

Serving Men^ Pages^ Javelin Men^ Yeomen of the Guard. 

The Lady Mary, wife to Lord Dacre. 
Lady Anne Fiennes, his Sister. 
Madge Sumner. 

Time — Reign of Henry VHL 



DACRE OF THE SOUTH. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

A chamber in Hurstmomeux Castle^ adorned with armoury. 
In the background, tables for shovel-board^ Sfc, 

Enter Mark, and two serving men, 

Mark. Is all in order for the banqueting ? — 

First Man. All, Master Seneschal! Fresh rushes 

spread 
O'erstrewn with spicy herbs ; — the tables set,— 

The bossy flagons ready for their frothing 

From a fresh broach of Gascony ! — 

Second Man. The feast 

Reeks from our vaulted kitchen with a steam 

Might fill a hungry man ! The lordly haunch. 

The goodly chine, fat capons, cygnets, quails, 

Sweat i' the basting ; while a gamish'd boar's head 

B 
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Grins in the iliidst ! — It makes a fellow^s lips 
Run o'er, to talk on 't 

Mark. It were well, Sir knave, 

Thy lips and tongue ran less. Mark me ! — To-night 
The Pelhams and their mates pledge with my lord 
A wassail cup of amity. I charge ye. 
Upon your zeal, give these proud men no pretext 
To call the Castle wanting in its welcome. 

Second Man. Old Nicholas a guest at Hurstmonceux ? 
Methinks — (a horn sounds, ) 

Mark. How now ? — 

First Man. It is my noble lord 

Home from the hawking. 

Second Man. Or some smell-feast neighbour 

Seeking to scan our cheer — 

Mark. Leave prating, Sirrah ! 

Look out, there I — To the hall ! [^Exeunt Men. 

(Looking out.) Now, by the rood ! 
The bearings of the noble house of Neville. 
My lady's sire, the venerable Earl ! — 

Re-enter serving men^ showing in the Earl of Aber~ 
gavenny and his train. 
My gracious lord I {vnth reverence.) Welcome to Hurst- 
monceux ! 

Aberg. Old Mark?— Still at thy post?— 

Mark, (bowhig.) There to remain 

Till palsy shake the wand from my old hand ! 

\_ASergavenny signs to his train to retire. Exeunt 
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Aberg. My daughter and her lord, yon knaves inform me, 
Are sfdl a-field ? — ^'Tis well I — Should the wind serve 
I '11 join their sport to-morrow. 

Mark. Good, my Lord, 

The o'er-night promise chimes not ever with 
The mom's observance. We 've a banquet toward 
Will make the roofs ring and the torches blaze 
Far into midnight The old Knight of Laughton 
And Master Pelham are our guests. 

Aberg. I ''m glad on't I 

There ran ill-blood of old betwixt your lord 
And old Sir Nicholas. — Heaven's mercy keep him 
From foes so potent as these vauntful Pelhams ! — 

Mark. Foes, my good Lord? — They're now stanch 
friends — sworn brothers ! — 

Aberg. Tut, man ! — Such bitter feuds ne'er ended yet 
In friendship worth the trusting. (Bugles heard,) 

Ha ! my daughter ! 
Enter firom hawking^ lArrd Dojcre and his Ladg, Hubert Pel- 
ham, Pogntz, Roydon, Frotods, Chenies, and attendants. 

The JLady kneels to Abergavenny. 
Aberg. {raising her). Rise, dearest ! {to her Lord) 

Dacre I a fond father's blessing 
Is eam'd thee by this wench's sunny looks. 
The Pe'nsey breezes, girl, have fix'd the hues 
Of health upon thy cheek. 

Lady. Say rather, Sir, 

The cheer of happy hours. 

B 2 
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Aberg. Long rest they so ! 

{Lord D. brings forward Hvbert^ and presents hi'^^ 
Dacre. I pray ye, know our neighbour, Master Pel- 
ham, 
Or let me say — out friend! — 

Aberg. Your father, Sir, 

Was comrade with me in the Irish wars. 
Friendship should be a thing of heritance. ( Takes his hand.) 
Dacre {to his Lady). Mary ! our children lack their 
grandsire's blessing. 
Why are they absent ? {to Aberg.) I Ve a boy, my Lord, 
Would crave so much love of ye, as his parents 
Hold due unto yourself. '{To his wife^ leading her out.) 

Go !— bring him hither.— 

[^Exit Lady. 
Htibert, Poyntz, Roydon^ Frowds^ and CTienies, re- 
tire to the background^ settle to the tables^ and 
play in dumb show. 
Aberg. Dacre ! — I find thee girt with troops of friends. 
And rural pastimes. I had hop'd ere this 
Thou'dst weary of this homely coimtry life? — 

Dacre. Duty and choice entwine the two-fold chain 
That anchors me to home. Each passing hour. 
Big with its special bus'ness, leaves no lapse 
For weariness to seize on. 
Aberg. {contemptuously.) Duty^ Sir ! 
Dacre. 'Tis meet, my Lord, you courtiers of Whitehall 
Scorn the poor claims of rural suzerainty : 
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• 
Our hodden grey shows coarse beside the gloss 
Of three pil'd velvet or gay paduasoy ; — 
Yet is there solid service in 't ! 

Aberg. I grant ye ! 

Doff we the cap to your stout Sussex yeoman, 
The bulwark of the coast ! But Heaven's high will 
Hath loftier duties for the legislator 
Of England and her millions, than mere thrift 
For South Down flocks, and garnering of harvests ! — 
The true-born English squire, with his old hall, 
And hospitality, and hoarded cheer, — 
His heart and door still open, — still of oak, — 
Forms a brave emblem of the land we love !— 
— Lord Dacre of the South hath sterner virtues 
Carv'd by the hand of history on his blazon ! 
To achieve their knightly nobleness, your sires 
Pledged their own worth and valour ! — 'Tis for yow, 
Redeeming these, to make their honours yours^ 
Or a great name becomes a great reproach. 

Dacre. You're serious. Sir ! — 

Aberg. As fits a serious theme ! — 

Dacre. Sir, I but parried with a wanton jest 
A charge I deem'd mere pleasantry. Take now 
A graver answer from my inmost soul ! 
You do upbraid me that I thus abide 
In my ancestral home, — sullen, — obscure, — 
Spurning both court and city ! — I reply, 
Such is my pleasure, — such my mission's law ! — 
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Deem not mere Tulgar lust of rule inspires 

My love of these fair fields, — these brave retainers : 

'Tis that my soul derives a godlike strength 

From faithful stewardship in the trust I hold. 

The sun that riseth on this castle, hears 

No murmurs wrung from wronged or grieving hearts. 

Happy, and happy-making, 'tis my joy 

To render back to man the gifts vouchsaf 'd 

By God himself. 

My people are content ! 
The village glebe yields them their labour's price ; — 
The village green rebounds with their glad sports ; — 
The village echoes catch their lightsome songs ; — 
The village church shelters their grateful pray'r ! — 
Is not this something to be proud of? 

Aberg. Much ! — 

But amplify your sphere of usefulness. 
Unto the patriot's vast and fruitful task. 
And you may prove, with wider scope of virtue, 
A blessing to your country and mankind ! 
The State — [in England ! 

Dacre^ (impatiently.) The State 's grown a mere name 
The King 's the state ! — The King — that fickle tyrant ! — 
The King, whom God had given us in his wrath. 
To fill our land with blood, — our. homes with tears, — 
Making our English court a Golgotha, 
And the degraded name of British honour 
A by-word to the nations ! — 
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Aberg, {anxiously.) Sir, I pray ye 
Restrain yourself ! {Looks towards the players.) 

Dacre. Nay ! 'tis a privilege 

We rustics have, that near our honest hearths 
No hireling plays the spy. What I dare show 
To HeaVn in thought, I dare show man in word. 

Aberg. You are too bold ! — 

Dacre. Father, I do beseech ye 

Pardon my warmth ! — Obedient to your will. 
Four years ago, I was a cringing courtier. 
For young Prince Edward, at the spousal font, 
I did due service ; — nay, some twelvemonths since 
Rode forth, appointed by the King''s good grace. 
To welcome home his royal bride ! My Lord, 
There were two names united in that bond 
Might well have kept it sacred ; — two, my Lord — 
A woman's name, and England's I — Both were mocked ! — 
The Lady Anne of Cleves, a Prince's daughter, 
Cast off, dishonour'd by the wanton King; — 
And I, Lord Dacre of the South, (whom now 
You twitted with the honours of his race,) 
Sham'd as accomplice in a shameless act ! — 

Aberg. My Lord ! — 

Dacre. Such was the meed vouchsafd me by this man, 
This King — this Heney ! 

Aberg. Good, my Lord ! — 

Dacre, No fear ! — 

There are none here but friends. 
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Aberg. Not e'en thy friends 

Should hear thee thus arraign the Lord'^s Anointed I 
What, man ! — accuse the King^s yindictiyeness, 
Yet thus defy his vengeance ? — 

Dacre. Vengeance, Sir, 

Is for the King of Kings I Let Justice shine 
The milder attribute of earthly crowns I 

Aherg. To Heaven alone belongs the right to dictate 
To royal ones. Leave thou the King to Heaven. 

Dacre. I will, — I do; — and therefore shun his presence ! 
If he have stript the land of its old laws, — 
Its ancient faith, — its rich and fair endowments, — 
And above all, its trust in kingly virtue, — 
Lo ! Conscience hath a snaky scourge, whose stings 
Not e'en a regal mantle holds at bay. 
But for myself, enough of courtiership !— 
For me, — no dallying with this king of fagots, — 
This torturer of women's fears, — this prince 
Whose faithful servants yield him at the block 
Their heart's blood up in sacrifice !— For me. 
Henceforth, — free air, — my homely hearth, — and peace I — 
Aberg. E'en these were forfeited, should envious tongues 
Echoing thy reckless words, proclaim thee traitor ! — 
I prag thee be less rash ! — 

Dacre. What I — Be a slave ? — 

Crush every fervent impulse of my soul 
Under my own free roof ?— Shout with the crowd, 
(That clowns may emulate my loyal zeal,) 
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" God save King Henry !" — Then, with grindmg teeth, 
The whispered curse — the curse that mounts to Heav'n 
Louder than fifty thousand brazen voices, 
Clamouring the golden virtues of a throne I — 
Say ! — speak I — ^what plea should prompt an honest heart 
To such degenerate patience ? 

Lord Abergavenny mddenly brings forward the 
Lady Mary and her children^ who have entered 
during the foregoing speech^ aud places them 
before Lord Dacre, 

Aberg. These, my Lord I 

This woman's and these infants' happiness ! 
You owe it me that the dear child I gave ye 
To be as dear a wife, be not cast forth 
A traitor's widow on a loathing world ! — 
{To the child.) Go to your father, boy! Hang on his 

neck! 
And bid him prize the life that guards your own. 

Lord D, embraces the children^ and encircles his 
wife with his arm. 

Dacre. No more, my Lord ! " He who hath wife and 
children. 
Gives hostages to Fortune I " Lo I henceforth 
The jade is mistress o'er me ! — Dearest wife ! 
Let these fond tears, which I would fain repress. 
Lest they should shame me in thy sight, attest 
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How dearly I am sworn to thee and thine. — 
So judge me He whose judgment errs not I 

{Releases his wife and looks round towards the rest.) 

Pelham ! 
We make no stranger of ye, in thus yielding 
Our household babble to your scrutiny ? 
Pardon us. Sir ! — anon we shall be merry. 
And worthier of your gentle company ! — 

Hubert, Needs it excuse that you distinguish me 
With a friend's privilege? {Pressing his hand.) 

Dacre. We but await 

The tidings that our good High Sheriff's train 
Hath reach'd the drawbridge, for the batteries 
To speak our welcome. 

\Exeunt Poyntz^ Roydon^ Frowds, Cheniesj Sfc. 
Hubert. Sir, you honour us 

Too dearly ! 

Dacre. 'Tis your due to be twice honour'd : 

As noble guests, and foes redeemed to friendship ! 
Your leave ! — We go to fit our state to grace ye. 
And straight are here again. {Going.) 

Hubert. No ceremony. 

Use me as you have call'd me — like a friend ! — 

[Exeunt Lord Dacrej Lady^ Abergavenny^ and 

attendants. 
{Hubert traverses the stage with impetuosity.) 
Hubert. 'Twas time they went :— my patience was nigh 
spent ! — 
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Is 't not enough I vail my pride to him, — 

The traitor whom my passion's restless impulse 

Would fain call brother, — but my swelling soul 

Must in submissive silence sanction thus 

His accusations 'gainst the King, whose favours 

Prosper our house with still increasing grace? — 

Let Dacre look to 't I — The old knight, my kinsman, 

Will tender him anon my loyal suit 

For his fair sister^s hand. Then, let him look to 't ! 

The Lady Anne becomes my bride, and Laughton 

Allied, for life and death, with Hurstmonceux, 

Or to Whitehall the tokens of his treason ! — {Looks oiU.) 

Lo ! in good time she comes, to tranquillize 

My soul's impatience ! — Oh ! what conscious joy 

Stirreth the atmosphere encircling round 

The gentle form we love, — forewarning us, — 

Like harmonies that herald angel guests ! — 

Enter Lady Anne^ attended hy a Page. 
Lady ! 

Anne. So soon return'd ? 

Hubert. So soon ? — 

Anne. I pr'ythee 

What sport a-field ?— Did I not well f abjure 
The hawks to-day ? — Nay, speak, Sir ! you 're not wont 
To be thus silent when I deign to question. 

Hubert. Lady 1 'tis now my turn for questioning ; 
And on thine answer hang such worlds of joy 
As may not brook suspense. — Oh ! fair as Heaven ! — 
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Like HeaVn be true, — like Heav'n be merciful — 
In audience of my prayer. 

Anne. So earnest, Sir? — 

Are you the same wild playmate, who last night 
Toy'd with my nephew in the sagittary 
*Till none could swear which was the greater boy ? — 
You are grown wondrous grave I — I 've heard it said 
A night will turn men's heads from black to white : — 
A night hath wrought a mightier marvel here I — 

Htibert HeaVn keep those sportive smiles upon thy lip, — 
Heav'n keep that raven gloss upon thy locks, — 
Heav'n keep — 

Anne. Amen ! — Is this a benison ?— 

Would you perchance usurp the chaplain's place 
Here in the castle ?— 

Htibert. Lady Anne, beseech thee 

For once be earnest ! — Nay, for once, sweet love. 
Yield me this gentle hand. — 

Anne (drawing up). Speak ye in sooth. Sir? — 

Hubert. In sooth ! in true and fervent courtship I — Hear 
me ! — 
Nay, shrink not thus : I 'd but prepare thy thoughts 
For the demand wherewith my noble kinsman 
This night must greet thy brother. 

Anne. Not a word. Sir ! 

Nay, not a syllable I — I was to blame 
Not to divine and check this fruitless project. 
'Tis not too late. — No more on't ! — I entreat ye 



sc«NK I.] OR, THE OLDEN TIME. 13 

Forgive me but for having heard thus much, 
Which you may wish unsaid. 

Hubert (fervently). Never ! — My suit 

Is open to all ears and eyes. I court 
The world as witness {tenderly) while I swear by all 
It holds of great and gracious, I had rather 
Call thee my own than the most gorgeous throne 
Dazzling the vulgar eye ! — Oh ! hear me, love ! — 

{Kneels, and tries to take her hand.) 
Be not thus coy. — Snatch not thy hands away ! — 
One — one, at least, — as hostage for thy heart ! — 
Thus let me seize my captive ! — 

Anne {with dignity). Rise, Sir — rise! — 

The sister of your friend — ne'er to be more 
Than your friend's sister— {mark me!) — prays ye, rise ! 

Hvbert {starting up). Thou saidst? 

Anne. I said — 

Hubert. Speak out — that thou wouldst never 
Be mine? — 

^9172^. I urg^d it in more courteous phrase: 
I said I might not !— 

Hubert Who shall dare prevent it ? — 

What hateful obstacle ? — 

Anne. My hand and heart 

AflBanc'd to another ! — 

Hubert. For his sake 

Do not say that: — say anything but that ! 
Say that thy heart, like these embattled towers, 
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Scorns in its strength all threat of mortal conquest; — 
Say thy vocation leads thee to the cloister; — 
Say what thou wilt, but that another wooes thee 
With happier chance than mine ! — 

Anm. Sir, ere I knew you, 

Ere I knew aught, save a fond father^s will, 
My hand was given in trothplight to his ward ! 

Hubert To Mansel ? — to his ward ? — Why, this is 
glorious I 
Oh ! just desert ! — How? — have I moved my kinsman, 
O'erlooking feuds of former years, — overlooking 
His grade as Henrjr's representative, — 
O'erlooking state and station, pride and place. 
To come here suing, cap in hand, like some 
Merchant of Chepe, or franklin of the marsh 
That counts his grazing beeves by tens and scores — 
For what? — To court the cleaving ignominy 
Of this rejection I — Lady Anne ! one word ; — 
Think better of my suit ! — 

Anne, Sir, I already 

Think worse of one who thus presumes to raise 
His voice against a woman* 

Hubert. Pardon, — pardon I — 

The waves, that warring winds toss up and down, 
Harass'd to frenzy, cannot tame their hoarseness 
To the small murmurs of their summer voice: 
Yet I '11 speak gently, so thou 'It gently hear. 

Anne. I cannot ! — I have said it — Be advis'd* — 
I love young Walter Mansel ! — In that word 
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Be answered. — Ere the forest leaves shall fall, 
I 'm pledg'd to be his wife. — Think all unsaid 
I 've heard to-day. — I know no suitor in ye, — 
Dream none, desire none : — be henceforth, as ever, 
The Jriend of me and mine I [^Exit 

Hvberty {Jiiriously,) Their fellest foe. 

If there be truth on earth, or hatp in hell ! — 
That I, of iron nature — I, a man 
Fashioned for manly deeds, — of high resolve, — 
Implacable resentment, — should thus fall 
Into a snare to cozen boys ! — ^They saw it : 
Fostered with fiendish joy my growing passion ; 
Then, gaily jesting round their household hearth. 
Cried, ** Thus and thus the fool shall play his part. 
And thus we '11 spurn him !" — Oh ! Revenge, revenge ! 
Bring but our pride once more on equal ground. 
And leave no human eye the right to glare 
Triumphantly on mine ! — (Chambers.) — And hark ! the 

signal — 
The train of old Sir Nicholas approacheth. — 
How to accost him ? — How reveal all this ?-*- 
Yet I must speak — must warn him to desist 
From our projected overtures ! — Great God ! 
One hour for patience ! — one proud silent hour. 
And then — a life's revenge ! ^Exit 
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SCENE II. 

A Gothic Hally adorned with hunting trophies ; the music- 
gallery JUled with minstrels. A banquet. The guests 
standing. 

Attendants bring forward a table richly spread, 
and seats. 

Enter, in front. Lord Dacre, Mark, and serving-man. 

Dacre (to guests). Good cheer and welcome ! ( To Mark.) 
On your lady's entrance 
Give signal to the music. — Lo I she comes ! — 

Enter the Lady Mary, led by Sir Nicholas Pel- 
ham; Lady Anne, led by Sir Walter Mansel; 
Hubert, Poyntz^ Itoydon, Frowds, Chenies, Sfc. 
Dacre (to Sir Nich.) Thrice welcome, worthiest neigh- 
bour I 
Oft be that cheering word renewed between us, 
And thou receive it graciously as now I 
Ne'er did I feel more proud to play the host — 
A health I ( They bring a goblet) 

Lo ! be this cup a font of peace 
To consecrate the £sdth of new bom friendship. 

Sir Nich. You make a stranger of me, good my Lord, 
By too much courtesy ! 

Dacre (to the guests). Sit, Sirs, beseech ye ! — 

(AU sit.) 
Hubert lingers in front. 
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Hubert (as he is abotU^to sit). How my soul thrills at 
these hypocrisies ! — 
To sit at meat, a blessing on one's lips, 
With those on whom we bum to fling a curse ! — 
It was to move me that she took his hand. 
Let me not seem to note the insult ! (Sits,) 

Dacre, Ho ! 

The gleemen there ! — a loud and jocund rebeck ! — 



OLEE AND CHORUS. 



'Tis a very merry thing, 

When blending voice and string, 

Sweet harmonies do bring 

Together; 
Ho ! masters, while we sing, 
Deep healths to the King ! 
Fill your cups, take your fling, 

Together, together; 
And clink, while you drink 

Together ! 

'Tis a very merry sight. 
When torches blazing bright. 
Gild the roofs with their light 

Together ; 
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Ho I masters, if to night 
We yield ye sweet delight, 
Fill your cups, do us right 

Together, together ; 
And clink, while yop drink 

Together ! 

'Tis a very merry sound, 
When echoing roofs rebound, 
As the clanging harps ring round 

Together; 
Ho ! masters, beat the ground, 
Let no sober knave be found. 
Fill your cups, pledge around. 

Together, together; 
And clink, while you drink 

Together ! 

Sir Nich, V faith, well sung I — 
Mansel. I crave your Lordship's leave 

To thank your minstrels for the lightsomeness 
Their strain hath taught my spirits. 

( Undasps a jewels and sends it by a page to the 
gaUery ; then drinks.) 

Health and good speed 
To them and to their art ! — 

Hubert {tauntingly). A royal patron 

Could not have king'd it better ! 
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Mansel {tauntingly). Would, fair Sir, 

Some kings I wot of, king'd it half so gently ! 
The gracious arts of peace need cherishing 
From bumpkin knights, like me^ since at the court 
No stave holds good, save penitential psalms. 
Chanted to cheer sad women to the scaffold ! — 
Honour to " De profimdis !" — but toe rustics 
Love a less doleful strain ! 

Anne (aside to Mansel). I pray ye, peace ! 
Why thwart him with this captious bickering ? 
ManseL I '11 curb my thoughts for no man ! — 
Anne. For no man ! 

But when a woman sues — 

Mansel. A woman, sweet, 

Pledg'd to become a soldier's bride, should learn 
A spirit that beseems her more than patience. 

Anne. I \e done ! Would thou couldst say as much ! 
Dacre (addressing Sir Nich.) Sir Sheriff, 

I have a noble haunch here, courts thy tasting. — 
Thou 'It own anon the bucks of Hurstmonceux 
Maintain their old renown, as first in fame 
Of Sussex, — nay, of any English forest, 
Save the King's chase at Richmond. — Ho ! what ho ! — 
A trencher here ! 
Sir Nich. (coldly.) I Ve ate of it already. 
Dacre. Well, Sir? — 

Sir Nich. The ven'son 's good I but-^ 

Mansel. Good ? — I grant ye ! — 

c 2 
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Why, 80 is any ven'son ! {half aside.) Ill befall 
Such churlish praise ! I love th' outspoken man 
Who feeds and gives God thanks; nor would disparage 
With stony brow and meanly grudging mind 
The viands of his host 

Hubert {ironically). Most courteous Sir ! 
Forgive us ! — A poor Downsman's appetite 
Shrinks from the unctuous herds of Pe'nsey level ! — 
Flavour 's our mark of merit : — ^grosser senses 
Are easier satisfied. {To Lord D.) Our Crowhurst hills, 
Whose aromatic herbage scents the channel 
Far off at sea, yield purer pasturage 
Than sweltering marshes fed by brackish brooks. 
The deer degen'rate there. 

Dacre {earnestly). There, — ^but not here ! — 

Jlftn^ are of highest race. So long ago 
As Wolsey's time, whene'er the Cardinal 
Had guests of note, his token reach'd my grandsire. 
Craving a gift of ven'son from our herd, — 
The far-famM bucks of Hurstmonceux ! 

Hubert {with scorn). The Cardinal 

Profess'd a churchman's taste, — fat benefices, 
Match'd with rank ven'son ! — 

ManseL While the presbyters 

Of sober Luthei^ conjugating priests. 
Prefer the dainty does of Laughton Park ! — 

Sir Nich. Sir, you are bitter ! 

Dacre. Mansel ! we are met 
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For festive purpose. Themes thus roughly urg'd 
Become discourtesy I Our good High Sheriff 
(To whom elsewhere, we tender due respect,) 
Will cede so slight a point ? — 

Sir NicJu (with violence.) No> as I live ! — 
The honour of my land 's concerned in 't ! — No I 
The Laughton ven'son 'gainst all herds in Sussex ! — 
My hand and glove upon 't \— {Strikes the table.) 

(A murmur among the guests.) 

Da/n^e. Nay, — here 's Ashbumham, 

Shelley, and Poyntz, take up the challenge ! — 

First Guest. Ay, — 

And I ! 

Second Guest. And I ! 

Sir Nich: E'en, as ye list, my masters ! 

I fling down fifty nobles on the issue. 
To back my boast ! — The King's Comptroller, Sirs, 
Or whosoe'er ye hold elect of palate. 
Adjudge the cause f — 

AU. Done !— 

Dacre. To a wedding feast 

'Twas my intent to bid ye, ere we parted — 
There be our wager sped. 

Sir Nich. 'Tis well 1 — Your day ? 

Dacre. The feast of good St. John ! 

Sir Nich. I '11 make a note on 't : 

My keepers shall be wam'd. — I promise ye 
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A stag of ten, whose haunch may grace your board. 
And branching antlers, yonder trophies. 

Manseh Sir, 

We 've butting things enough from Laughton, here. 
Already ! — 

Hubert {aside). I shall find a time to thank ye 
For these fair greetings. Sir. 

Mansel {aside). Whene'er you will ! 

{Lord Dacre entreats Sir Nicholas^ who has risen^ 
and is preparing for departure.) 

Dacre. No, not to-night ! You ride not forth to-night ! 
We Ve couches spread for all your train. Beseech ye ! — 
My good old sire, the Earl (forc'd to forego 
The banquet, by mere weariness of travel,) 
Will scarce forgive me should he miss to-morrow 
Our promised guests. — I do entreat ye, tarry ! — 
The night is dark, — ^the ways are perilous ! — 

Sir Nich. Not lawlessly, I trust; since my road lies 
Solely athwart your lands and mine. 

Mansel At least 

The weather. Sir, is neither yours nor his 
To answer for ? — The moon 's not up these two hours. 

Daxn'e. Come, come ! — another cup I — another carol ! — 

Sir Nich. Not one I — My pastime 's done, my task to do. 
I 've duty on my hand. I ride to Lewes 
On the King's errand. 

Dacre. Nay ! that alters all. 
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(To Hubert) You^ Master Pelham, are not charged in 

this? 
You will remain with us ? — 

Hubert. My uncle's years 

May not abide a night^ride, unattended. 
I crave your pardon, I must forth with him. 

\JEx€unt Sir Nicholas, Lord Dacre and Lady, 
Lady Anne, guests, Sfc. 
(Hubert as he is going, calls aside his Page.) 
Hubert {hurriedly to Page). Find some pretence for loi- 
tering in the hall, — 
Take note of all shall chance on our departure ; — 
And when the banquet breaks, hie after us. 
And to my ear alone report your tidings. — 
Page (aside). *Tis well, Sir ! 

HtAert See *t be done with care and caution. 

[Exit 
(Page retires among the attendants. Mansel, Poyntz, 
Roy don, Frowds, Chenies, Sfc. come forward.) 
Mansel. So ! Let us breathe again ! — 
Poyntz. , You were too fierce 

Upon the heir of Laughton ! — 

Mansel. I Ve a quarrel 

With that same Pelham, scarcely may abide 
These love-feasts ! 

Poyntz. Think ye old Sir Nicholas 

Will hold his wager ? 

Roydon. Else the knight were sham'd ! — 
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Poyntz. He may shame us i' the sequel ! 
ManseL 'Twere rare sport 

To put a scoff upon this vaunting Sheriff I 
A stratagem ! — Draw near I — {whispers.) What if we lift 
One of his vaunted bucks of Laughton Park, — 
Serve it, as Dacre's, at the feast, — and win 
His condemnation ?— 
Poyntz. A right merry jest ! — 

ManseL The night is fair, the distance short to pass ; — 
The Sheriff and his people absent I — Come ! — 
A cup. Sirs, to our enterprize ! — What ho ! 
Wine here ! — (Wine brought; iheyflL and drink.) 

<< A health to all night foresters !" — 
Thrice hath the game a zest when, in the takings 
We bring down buck and forest-laws together ! — 

{Re-enter Lord Dacre.) 
Lo ! in the nick of time, (with his moist lip 
Fresh from the stirrup cup,) our honoured brother ! — 
Dacre I there *s sport i' the wind ! — We 've sworn to fetch 
The pride of Pelham's herd to Hurtsmonceux, 
And pass hb ven'son on him as your own. 
Pot/ntz. Come I pledge us to our frolic I — 
JO. Ha ! ha ! ha ! {They drink.) 

Poyntz. The old man's beard shall wag for 't I 
Dacre. He deserves 

Some such requital for his churlishness. 
In marring thus our welcome. {Dacre drinks.) 

Sirs ! I *mfor ye ! 
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Though breaking parks be somewhat of the wildest 

For a staid greybeard, for this once, i' faith, 

I '11 be a ruffler with ye ! — {Throws axoay the gobleL) 

4 

ATL Bravely said ! — 

ManseL Afield I — another health, — ^and then afield ! 
Your chorus. Sirs, your chorus I 

AJL Ho ! masters beat the ground. 

Let no sober knave be found, 
Fill your cups, pledge around 

Together, together ; 
And clink, while you drink 

Together I 
[Exeunt shovting. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Exterior of an old Keeper^ s lodge at Laughton Park. Night. 

Lights within. 

Enter from the lodge, Dick and Madge^ wrangling. 

Madge. I '11 not believe a word on 't I — Roysterer ! 
'Tis some carouse that calls thee forth ! — 

Dick {buckling on his belt.) Hard duty, 

Nor more nor less. 

Madge. Never was wasteful truant 

Wanting in words to sanction his outgoings ; 
I say again 'tis some carouse ! — 

Dick. Beshrew thee ! 

Art thou a mother, yet dost grudge thy children 
My labour's hire ? — A double fee awaits 
My double watch. 

Madge. Thou hadst not known the need 

Of double fees and midnight deer-keeping, 
Hadst thou contented thee at Hurstmonceux ! 
Were not our people vassals on the land ? — 
Was not the Baron's self my foster-brother ? — 

Dick. Wilt please thee hold thy prating? — 

Madge. Marry, no ! — 

Huberfs horn without. Ho ! Lodge ! 
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Dick {presenting his piece). Who goes ? The word ! — 

Madge. Dolt ! art thou mad ? 

'Tis Master Pelham ! 

(Opens the gate to Hubert.) 

Dick. Sir, I crave forgiveness. 

Hubert. No time for dallying words! — (To Dick.) 
Art armed ? — art ready 
For fray or fence? — (Madge screams.) Leave fooling, 

woman ! — Ho ! 
Art ready, knave, I say ? — 

Dick (saluting). Ready ! — 

Hubert. How many 

Keepers and verderers serve with ye ? 

Dick. Some five. 

Stout men and true, wait but my bugle call 
To rally round me ! 

Hubert Wind your horn ! — 

Madge. A fray ! ( Wiimpers.) 

The Lord 's great goodness keep us ! — here 's a bout ! 

Hubert. Away with ye ! — This is no time for whining ! — 

(Dick pushes her into the lodge.) 
Enter Jive keepers, armed. Hubert addresses them. 
To-night the Parks of Laughton will be broken. 
Lord Dacre and his mates are pledg'd to do 't I — 
Know ye their persons ? 

Dick. As we know your own. Sir ! 

(Bating disguise or mask I) 

Hubert Sir Walter Mansel, — 

Wouldst recognize hinl ? — 
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DicL Ay, among a thousand I 

*Tis the young soldier knight, who 's plighted with 
The gentle Lady Anne. 

Hubert {hastily). What 's that to thee 

Or noe, so he infringe the laws ? — 

Dick. Nay, Sir — 

Hubert. Bring me that knight — that skulking mid- 
night poacher, — 
A prisoner to the SheriflTs bench to-morrow. 
And ten rose nobles be thy meed ! — 

An. Ten nobles I 

Dick. That 's something like \ — 

AU. We '11 warrant him for that I 

Dick. And for the Baron, Sir? — 

Hubert Take him or leave him, 

No matter I — 

Madge {listening behind). As I live, 'tis my good Lord 
They threaten I — 

Hubert An hour hence, at the moon's rising, 

By the low western wall, they '11 force an entrance : 
A bow-shot thence, stands an old oak, — 

AU. We know it ! 

Dick. The wizard's oak, that flings its hoary arms 
Over the brook, as though they bless'd the waters ! 
The deer oft herd there, Sir, o' summer nights. 

Hubert Thither repair, and wait me ! — I '11 but arm, 
And join ye straight. \^Exit. 

Dick. A knight turn deer-stealer ? — 
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A lord break park? — ^'Tis time the keeper^s fee 
Were rais'd, since poaching 's grown so fair a calling ! 
AIL On, to the wizard's oak, and take our ground ! — 

l^Exeunt 
Madge (stealmg ottt.) They 're off at last ! A mischief 
light on *em ! — 
That my young lord should fall into their springe I — 
The western wall? — I'll warn him, though I die for't ! 
'Tis but to skirt the clifife, hid in their shadow. 
There lie in wait — 

(Muffles her head in her dress,) 

And when they leap the wall — 

{As she is going outy re-enter Hubert.) 

Hubert I had forgotten, — {meets her.) — Hal What's 
here ! A scout 
In woman's gear ! 

Madge {uncovering). No ! as I hope for mercy ! — 
'Tis I, fair Sir — 'tis your head keeper^s wife. 

Hubert. What errand art thou forth on I — Speak ! 

Madge {Jrightened). Good Sir 1 

Hubert {seizing tier). Tell me what mischief's in thee, 
or I 'U shake it 
Forth from thy soul, like grain from chaff ! 

Madge. Good sooth, Sir ! 

I did not dare abide here thus alone. 
And had a thought to join the verderers 
And share my husband's watch. — 
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Hubert. Go to ! thou durst not ! 

Thou liest ! — There 's plottmg in thy face ! — In with thee ! 
Thou'rt for the enemy ! 

{Pushes her into tlie lodge^ and locks the door.) 

Safe bind, safe find ! — 
Madge (mthin). Oh ! Lord,-^good Lord f 
Hubert. Ay ! get thee to thy pray'rs, 

Thou 'st need of pardon ! ( Draws his sword exuUingly.) 

Mansel ! — Walter Mansel ! — 
Look to thyself ! — Thou — towering still above me, 
Triumphant in her smiles, — proud with the pride 
Of being loved by her^ — thine hour is come ! — 
Lo ! grovelling at my feet, I '11 see thee lie, 
And spurn thee like a dog ! — The good green turf — 
The moonlight for our witness — God of vengeance, 
Be with me in the struggle I — 

On ! — away ! — 

[^Exit, 

SCENE IL 

A wooded fflen, in the centre ofwhich^ an old oak tree, Dick 
and the five keepers discovered lying wait among the rocks 
and bushes. 

First Keeper (coming forward). Who goes ? Did ye 
hear nought ? 
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Dick. A cricket chirping 

In the long grass ! — 

First Keeper. I swear, I thought I heard — 

DicL A linnet rustling in its nest ! — Why, Ned, 
You start at straws to-night I — What 's in the wind ? 

First Keeper. Ay ! what in sooth I — No good thing that 
I wot of. 
As we came past the ruin'd chapel, where 
King Hal o'erthrew the altar stone, to shame 
Our lady's image carv'd upon't, {raises his cap^) there came 
A dismal shriek from the dismantled pile ! — 

Dick. Some screech-owl, on the watch for midnight 
mice. 
As we for midnight prowlers ! 

First Keeper. Hark ! again — {they listen.) 

Dick. I only hear the distant ocean's swell, 
Breaking with measur'd fall on Pe^nsey beach. 

Second Keeper {from the Cliffs). Some one approaches ! 

First Keeper. Quick ! your matchlocks prim'd ! — 
{A whistle. Dick answers it.) 
Enter Hubert hurriedly. 

Hubert. Haste to the western wall ! the hour hath struck ! 
Their inbreak is at hand. Follow me, friends ! 
But calm and cautious, till we 're fast upon them. 

Dick. Then — for St. George and England ! — 

Hubert, • Mark my pledge, — 

Ten nobles on his head ! — 

Dick. The knight shall swing for't. 
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Hubert. Follow me ! — On ! 

AH Ho ! Follow— follow— follow ! 

lExeunt cautiously. 

{A pause. Pofjffdz drops from the cliffs^ and 

beckons down the rest.) 

Poyntz. All 's quiet here ! — Down with ye ! — down ! 

{Lord Dacre, Sir Walter Manselj RoydoUj Frotods, 
Chenies^ drop dovm.) 

AH Victoria ! 

Mansel. Not a breath moving I^not a foot astir ! — 
The caitiff-keepers, in Sir Sheriff's absence, 
Have taken leave to take a good night's snooze I — 

{they laugh.) 

Dacre {looking round). A goodly spot, and purpos'd as 
for ambush. 
But where 's the herd we came for ? — 

ManseL From the ciiSs 

Each nook of the wide park was manifest 
As though at noon ; — but not a head of deer ! — 

Dacre. We should have kept the wall and lower ground 
As 'twas first purpos'd. 

Mansel {heated with wine). Lo ! — the lady moon 
Smiles on her votaries as she 'd play the rival 
With sunny day. {Kneels and speaks with mock emphasis.) 

Queen i^f freebooting men ! 
Cheer'd by thine auspices, I dedicate 
Henceforth my cross-bow to free-forestry ! 
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Dacre. A truce, man, to thy mummeries ! — Thou 'It 
draw 
The keepers to the spot ! 

Mansel {wUdly). ^ Who 'ff help me raise 

A beacon of dry boughs on yonder hill, 
To grace this blessed eve of May, as May 
Was grac'd in merry England, ere the curfew 
Knoll'd o'er its conquered ground? — By Heavens! the 

blaze 
Would scare the deer from covert I — 

Dacre. Scare the keepers^ — 

And bring them on us ere the buck be ta'en. — 
Nearer the lodge the game lies. Faith, I '11 on 
And reconnoitre ! — (Goinff.) 

Mansel. How ? — Part company ? — 

{Lays hold of Mm sportively.) 
Good sooth, we '11 hunt together I — Thou 'st some plot 
To flout us ! — ThouMst engross both game and glory ! — 

(Dacre escapes him,) 
By Heavens he 's off I — Dacre, I say ! — What, Dacre ! 
Follow him — give him chase I — I warrant me. 
That in the Baron's track we mark the deer — 
Ho I — Dacre ! — caitiff ! -*- recreant ! — follow me ! — 

[Exeuni. 



D 
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SCENE III. 

Exterior of the lodge. 

Enter Dacre as escaping. 

Dacre. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha I — I Ve given the knaves the 
slip, ( Takes off his cap. ) 

Thus flush'd with wine, how wooingly the night air 
Blows on my fever'd brow ! — Free winds of Heaven 
I envy ye your pure and sweeping course ! — 

(Looks round.) 
Where have I sheltered me? — (Starts.) 'Tis passing 

strange ! 
E'en such a scene as this hath often mingled 
With shrieks and omens in my evil dreams I 
My mind appears to mock me, with a show 
Of things that have been, or may be, and not 
The present place and passing hour I — Methinks 
I dream again ! — Or is it wine deludes 
My failing senses? — So the vdlder^d boatsman 
Borne on some giddy current scarce may swear 
If in his barque or in the flying shores 
The motion be ! (turns towards the lodge.) Ha I watchers 
here ? — 

Madge (throwing open an upper window). Help, — help ! 

Dacre. What voice is this ? 
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Madge. Good stranger I if you 're Christiaii 

Unbar the door and let me forth ! — • 

Dacre (trying it). *Tis fast I 

Madge {crying). Alack ! 

Dacre. Why, Madge, hast thou forgot me, girl, 

Thy foster-brother ? — Dacre ? — 

Madge. My good Lord ? 

Sweet Heaven be thank'd that in its mercy sent ye ! -^ 

Dacre {aside). What means the jade ? — 

Madge. They *re lying wait for ye ! 

Away, away ! — fiye armed and deadly ruffians 
Led by my husband. — Fly, my gracious Lord ; 
A traitor^s price is set upon your head 
By Master Hubert ! — 

Dajcre. Nay ! thou 'rt dreaming, Madge ! 

Pelham is jogging on his way to Lewes I — 

Madge. He *s hardly out of earshot — Fly, my Lord ! — 
You're among enemies, — you^e mark'd for death. 

Dacre. If this be true, as thy scar'd Icioks avouch-— 

{A discharge of arquebuses.) 
Ha ! an alarm, in sooth ! — {Draws.) Why, to it then ! — 

Madge. There will be murder done ! — 

Enter Poyntz disordered. 

Fly, fly, my Lord ! 
The Sheriff's people are upon us ! — Twice 
We 've driven them back towards the river. Fly ! 

Dacre. Fly ? — Hath our jest prov'd earnest ? — 

Poyntz. Grievous earnest ! 

D 2 
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Blood hath been spilt already. — Ere they rally. 
We must have pass'd the precincts ! 

On 1 — away ! 

[Exeunt. 
A second discharge. Shouts without. Mansel and 
Hubert fence across the stage. Mansel falls ; — 
Hubert stands over him. 
Hubert. This for the faithful servant thou hast slain ! — 
This for the life whose hopes thy suit hath withered — 

As fie is about to strike^ Hoydon^ Cheniesj and 
Frowds rush in^ struggling with keepers. A 
general fray. Madge shrieks and closes the winr 
dow. Lord Dacre mid Poyntz rush in, and 
with their party, drive off the keepers and Hu- 
bert. 
Dacre. Ha ! Mansel wounded ? — 
Mansel (faintly). 'Twas a well-eam'd blow ; 

One of the keepers hath a deadly hurt, 
Struck by my arm I — 

Poyntz. They will return anon, 

With succours from the house. Quick ! bear him off 
Dacre (assisting to raise him). Thus ! — gently ! — have 
a care ! — Now towards the castle : 
Reach but my land, and he is safe* — Come on ! 
They dare not beard the lion in his den ! 

[^Exeunt, bearing Sir Walter Mansel. 
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SCENE IV. 

Hurstmonceux Castk by moonlight The drawbridge up. 
Horn at a distance. Warder appears on the battlements. 

Enter Poyntz disordered. 

Poyntz. Warder ! — the drawbridge I Speed ! — there 's 
life and death on 't ! — 

Enter Lord Dacre and his companions^ bearing Sir 
Walter Mansel on a litter of branches. Draw- 
bridge descends. 
Dacre. They 're fast upon us ! — Haste ! 

[They cross. Exeunt into the cattle. 
As the drawbridge rises^ Hvbert and his men ar- 
rive, and form a tableau. 
Hubert (Jurious) . Baffled ? — Derided ? — 

( With solemn emphasis.) 
Hail haughty towers, — hail and farewell ! — Already 
My curse hath prosper^ ! — O'er your battlements 
Death waves his ghastly banner ! — Blood-stain'd house ! 
Lo ! I devote thee to th' avenging laws 
Whose ruthless will shall judge ''twixt thee and me ! — 



END OF ACT II. 



38 DACRE OF THE SOUTH ; [act hi. 



ACT III, 

SCENE I. 

A chamber in Hurstmonceux Castle. Sir Walter Mansel 
wmmdedj on a cotich ; Page attending. Near him^ Ijody 
Arme. The Lady Mary watching at a window. 

Anne. Thou 'rt easier now ? — 

ManseL I did not say so, sweet ! — 

Anne. Thy looks spake. for thee. — In thine eyes there 
shines 
A light o'erfilm'd till now. — Thou 'rt better ! — 

ManseL Am I ?— 

r faith it shall be so I — ( Takes her hand.) 

Lady. Still, Dacre comes not ! — 

My spirit wearies for him ; — what detains him ? — 
Anne. A swollen ford, — his pacing nag at fault ! — 
Lady. A swollen ford, — i' the midst of summer 
drought ! — 
Was it a swollen ford or a lamed steed 
Detained him on that fatal night ? — Behold 

(Points to ManseL) 
What chanced our friend, and might have chanced my hus- 
band ! (Comes forward,) 
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Anne. That luckless sortie was a mad exploit, 
Done in the heat of wine ! — Dacre rode forth 
To-day, in sober moming^s thoughtful light 
Ere midnight, trust me, he '11 be here in safety. 

(Goes to the window.) 
'Tis evening yet ! — The curfew hath not toll'd ! — 
The circling bats are scarce a-flit, — the drawbridge 
Still down, and • — Ha ! — I spy a coming horseman I 
It is — it is my brother I — His tir'd horse 
Scarce bears him over. — Lo ! the chains are drawn — 
The bridges is up. — 

Lady. And Dacre safe ! — Thank Heav'n ! — 

My home *s no home to me when he 's away ! — 
Dear are my babes, — but dear that they are his. 
Dear is my father, — for he pledged his child 
To be the wife of Dacre ! — HeaVn itself 
Seems mightiest to my lowly veneration 
When to the throne of thrones I kneel beside him. 
And in one prayer our blending praise ascends. 

ManseL Thus ever be the code of wifehood fram'd ! — 

Anne. So shall not mim. Sir truant, should mad pranks, 
Such as have laid thee here, allure thee forth 
From thine own wedded home !— 

ManseL From thee and home. 

What pow'r shall tempt me ! — 

Lady. Ha ! my husband's Page ! 

Enter Page. 

(Goinff towards him,) What cheer? — 
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Page. My Lord entreats the Lady Anne 
Will grant him instant audience. 

Lady. Witless boy ! — 

To me thine errand ran, — 'twas me he ask'd for ! 

Pcye. Madam, your pardon ! — 'Twas the Lady Anne 
His Lordship nam'd — 

Anne. How 's this ? 

Page (aside to Anne). He bad me pray thee 

Haste to his oriel chamber. 

Lady. Something moves him ! 

Something 's amiss ! — Have I displeas'd my Lord ? — 

Anne {to Page). Say I '11 be with him quickly. 

{Exit Page. 

Lady {leading tier). Nay ! — but go I — 

What keeps thee ? — To the oriel chamber, sister ! — 
And when thy counsel 's done, tell him there 's one 
Sits trembling here, waiting his summons. — Go ! — 

Anne. Ay ! — to return, and bring him to thy presence- 
Trust me, I '11 chide him for this frowardness ! — 

[Exit. Scene closes. 



SCENE II. 

An oriel chamber. 
Enter Lord Dacre, followed by Page. 
Dacre. She '11 come, you say ? — 
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Page. My gracious Lord, behold her ! — 

Enter lady Anne. 
Dacre (to Page). Leave us ! — [Exit Page. 

Anne {aside). His looks are strangely 

wild and haggard. 

(Lord Dacre advances anxiously towards Jier.) 
Dacre. Sister ! — I 'd fain, — (takes her hand and stops 
short.) How fares it with our friend ? — 
What cheer with Mansel ? — 

Ann£. Fie ! is this your mystery ? — 

Do all these solemn preparations end 
Simply in — " How is it with Walter Mansel ?" — 

Dacre. My words have import in them !-— Once again, 
How fares he ? — 

Anne. Well ! — But thou, dear brother, thou 

Art labouring with some strange distemperature ! 
What ails thee ? — 

Dacre. Thou wilt learn it all too soon ! 

Anne. Thou 'rt suffering then in sooth ? — 

(Takes his hand.) 
Dacre. Sick to the soul ! — 

The man whom Mansel struck in yon afiray. 
Died yesternight ! — 

Anne {eagerly). But 'twas not of his wovnd ? — 
It was some old hereditary ill ! — 
Or he was agM — he died not of his wound ! — 

Dacre. His days were in their prime! — The blow 
struck home. 
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Arme. Befike he was a husband too ? — a father ? — 

{Dacre signs affirmatively.) 

(Wildly.) And Mansel struck his death-blow ! — ^ Walter 
Mansel I — 
There ^s blood upon the threshold of our house^—- 
And vengeance will repay 't ! — ^ Blood must have blood ! 
You said he 'd wife and children ? — God for^ve us ! — 
In the dread scroll, where truth hath words of fire, 
'Tis written — " Life for life /"—And Mansel slew him ! 

Dacre. Be not thus mov^d, dear sister ! — 

Anne. In that death 

A whole life's peace lies slain ! -^ The man I lov'd 
Was one might challenge the assembled world 
To cast a stain upon his blameless life. — 
I '11 wed no homicide ! — 

Dacre. Be calm, beseech thee ! — 

Anne. Sacred shall be the word my father pledged I — 
No other man shall claim my maiden vows ; — 
But in some lone religious house I '11 kneel 
My life away, — beseeching Heav'n to pardon 
The crime that made that widow and those orphans. 

Dacre. Thou mayst have cause to kneeL — Show some 
compassion 
Towards a falling man ! — The warrant 's out 
May bring the friend we love — {pauses.) 

Anne (alarmed). I — hear — thee, brother ! — 

Dacre. Unto a death of shame ! — 

Anne {faltering). It should be so ! — 
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Yet might the law be merciful ! — The deed 

Was done in heat of blood. — No malice in 't 

More than impels the soldiei^s hand to smite 

His country's foe : — more than uplifts the arm 

Of any living mortal, moVd to strike 

In self-defence ! — (sinhinff.) I 'm — ^very fetint, good brother, 

Thine arm, — thine arm ! — (hides her face.) 

Dacre (supporting her). Be patient — be compos'd ! 
The worst is doubtful stilL — 

Anne {solenmly). No ! — past all hope ! — 

A deed of violence deals a twofold curse : — 
The life that 's ta'en demands a life'^s atonement -— 
Better had Mansel fall'n with him he slew ! — 

Dacre, The law may view the act with milder judgment 
What proof hath Pelham that the deed was done 
By him ? — Can the High Sheriff swear it ? — • Nay, 
Can I? — I know 't by hearsay, — so doth he ! — 
Let them bring witnesses ! — 

Anne (eagerly). Hath PeQuan^ then. 

Control in this ? — 

Dacre. Sir Nicholas, as Sheri£^ 

Issues the warrant of the peace. 

Anm. Then Heav'n 

Have mercy on our friend ! — The bitterest feud 
Instinct with mortal murder, is less deadly 
Than the intensity of hate betwixt 
Mansel and Pelham ! — He must die ! — 

Dacre. Thy h^art 

Suggests these terrors ! — 
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Aime. No, — my reason ! — Rivals 

In war — love -^ fortunes, — scarce a week hath past 
Since Huberts wooing, laugh'd to scorn by mcj 
Renew'd their enmity. 

Dacre. Ha ! — for thy hand 

Pelham was suitor ? — 

Anne. A bold, vaunting suitor, 

Threaf ning unsparing vengeance on his rival ! 

Dacre. Pelham 's a man of ruthless nature, barren 
Of gen'rous impulses. — Curs'd be the hour 
That drew us to that spot ! — {walks^ musing,) 

Anne {wildly). To die so young ! — 

With all the honours of his race around him — 
Men's love embalming his career, — men's hopes 
Invested in its promise ! — Well ! — the grave — 
The grave hath a prompt solace for despair ! — 
'Tis but to diCj and end it ! — 

Dacre (stopping suddenly). Die ! — Sweet sister ! — 
{ Takes her hand in his, and intently regards Iter — ) 
We twain grew up alone in the wide world ! 
Orphans in childhood, — we have lov*d each other 
As men love home in exile. — Thou hast seem'd 
A being wrought by Nature in her bounty 
To soothe my ruggedness with mild assuagement, — 
To rouse my youth to nobler aspirations, — 
To make my life a comfort and a joy ! — 
I 'm pledged to thee as never brother yet 
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Was pledg'd to sister ! — Whom hast thou beside 

To soothe thee, or to succour? — Whom beside 

To guard thy helpless youth ? — (falters) — I 'd £Edn be 

firm — 
But dwelling on these charities, — my soul 
Melts to a woman's weakness. — Bear with me ! — 

Arme. Brother ! — 

Dacre, Not yet ! — I must be heard awhile ! — 

I must &Tst prove thy claims far far beyond . 
All common sympathies of love fraternal, — 
Ere I avow my purpose, — (mark me, sister,) 
Of taking ManseFs fault upon myself — 

Anne. With its dread penalties? — Thou dar'st not 
think 
So meanly of him as conceive his sanction ! — 

Dacre. He is my friend, — my childhood's earliest 
friend ! — 
As near to brother as may be, not claiming 
The bond of kindred blood : — say I — would a brother 
Refuse such service from his father's son ? — 

Anne. Ay ! — if it brought such peril. — 

Dacre. Nay ! -— the peril 

Deadly to Mansel, loses half its sting 
Transferred tome. — / am not Pelham's rival, — 
Not e'en his foe ! — A baron of the realm — 
High in estate, — the King courts my allegiance, — 
Thrusting his favours on me past desert 
And past desiring ! — The Lord Abergavenny 
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Hath his regard. — My friends surround the throne. — 

Think ye that, to avenge a brawling hind 

Slain in a night fray, Henry would arraign 

Lord Dacre of the South ? — E'en were he hostile, — 

Mine is no cause for shrieval courts, controU'd 

By royal frowns I — My peers — my peers must judge me ! — 

But blench not, love I — 'twill never reach so far. 

'Us but a word or two, said i ^the ears 

Of their high Justiceships, our country quorum, 

And all 's forgot ! — Mansel still unsuspected 

And I acquit, — as lords will ever be 

Till even-handed Justice hold once more 

The scales in England ! — 

Anne. This must not be so ! — 

This paltering with the law is most unlawful ! — 
I will not hear on 't ! — 

Dacre, Spare thy remonstrances 1 — 

My plans are fix'd ; — before to-morrow's noon. 
My project will have prosper'd ! — Let my wife 
Know no suspicion ! — To her gentle nature^ 
The slightest cloud that dims the summer sky 
Seems thunder-charg'd I — Pr'ythee be careful o'er her ! 
There '11 come a time hereafter for the tale. 
Beside our winter hearth, when all 's o'erpast 
Of this disastrous chance, save consecration 
Of masses to the slain, and benefits 
Heap'd on his sad survivors. — What dost gaze on 
Thus earnestly ? — 
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Anne. Metbought I heard a sound -— 

Dacre. The warder^s call, telling the hour of night ! — 

Anne, No — no ! — 

Dacre, Thou wert not wont to have these 

tremours I — 
Be calm ! — 

Anne, There — there again ! — I swear I heard 

it! — 

Dacre, Heard what ? — 

Anne, Alas f — 

Enter Page hurriedly. 

Page, My Lord ! — an armed force 

Rides at the gate ! — The warder bad me warn ye ! 

Dacre, An armed force^ quotha ? — Go to ! — The 
darkness 
Hath magnified into a warlike squadron 
Some wand'ring pilgrim or benighted horseman 
Seeking our hospitality ! — [Exit Lady Arnie, 

Page, My Lord ! 

He prays you arm yourself. — The thing is earnest ! — 

Enter Mark, 

Dacre, Earnest in sooth I — See if my poor old servant 
Be not affirighted from his bed ! — 

Mark. My Lord — 

Our men-at-arms are lock'd in sleep ; — the warder 
Craves leave to give th' alarm ! — 

Dacre, Not for his life ! — 

What ? — Scare thy gentle lady, to appease 
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» 

The terrors of a fool whose brains are dizzied 
By a too copious night^iraught ? — 

Re-enter Lady Anne ; her hair disordered. 

Anne, From the watch-tower 

I 've look'd upon them ! — 

Dacre. Well ? — 

Anne. A company 

Of twenty men or more, compact and fierce, 
With serried javelins and bright partizans 
Reflected by the intermingling glare 
Of torches borne aloft ! — 

Dacre. Ha ! — This looks serious ! — 

'Tis the High SheriflFand his guard I— {To Pajr«.)— Quick, 

boy! 
Go warn my squire — hie to the armourer — 
Let all be up and stirring ! — but no tumult — 
No vain resistance. — Go ! — lExit Page. 

Sweet sister, — pr^ythee 
Detain my wife from knowledge of these straits. — 
Bid her to rest — Her chamber 's far remote. — 
Deceive her to tranquillity. — For thee 
I do resign thee to thy soul's high courage ! — 
Be but thyself I — [Exit hastily. 

Enter first serving man. 

First Serving Man. Where, where 's my Lord ? — 
Amu. How now ? — 
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First Serving Man. The host without demand admit- 
tance ! — 
Arme (with dignity). fVettj Sir ? — 

Ij€t them demand it ! — Are these castle walls 
So slight, that we must tamely yield an entrance 
To the first loud, marauding, band of ruffians 
Comes clamouring to the gate ? — 

First Serving Man. Lady ! -^ they hold 

The warrant of the law, — In the King^s name 
They come, — 

Anne. Hie to my brother, — to the armoury ; — * 

'Tis Dacre's self who must decide on this, — 
Nay, I will with thee ! — {Alarum rung.) 

Ha I — it is too late ! — 
They 've forced a way, — they come ! — 

Great Heaven protect us ! — 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

The Gothic HaU, lined with javelin men, holding torches. 

Sir Nicholas Pelham, bearing a scroll, 

Ltord Dacre, Mark^ Serving-men^ Pages. 

Sir Nich. Your warder^s a right surly one, my Lord !- 
I was denied admittance. — 

£ 
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DcLcre. Midnight^ Sir, 

Is an unseemly hour for neighbours' greetings I — 

Sir Nicfu As neither friend nor neighbour stand I 
here, — 
But as the servant of the King ! — My Lord I 
'Tis rumour'd that within these walls you harbour 
Certain rude men, — notorious brawlers, — foes 
To the King's peace. — 

Dacre. These walls. Sir, are capacious ! — 

When, in my grandsire's time, the threats of France 
Bristled our Sussex coast with loyal spears 
Prompt for defence, this castle^s garrison 
Numbered three thousand soldiers of our vassals. — 

Sir Nicfu Your lordship keeps strict record of your ser- 
vice ! — 

Dacre* I would but show that the same^ roof which 
sheltered 
Three thousand loyal soldiers for the State, 
Might well contain a straggler, more or less, 
UnreckonM on by me. — 

Sir Nick. An urgent motive 

For the search-warrant issued by the King 
To take and seize these malefactors. — Pray ye 
Give orders that your people yield me passage, — 
Opposing no impediment or hindrance 
To its strict execution. 
( To his men.) Search the castle !-— 

Let not a nook escape ye ! — 
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Dacre {to the men). Hold l — (Ta Sir Nich.) Sir 

Sheriff I— 
^Hs not so long since you were entertained 
With hospitable welcome in this hall, 
As to forget that I have gentle inmates 
Unapt to meet disturbance. — 

Sir Nich. Their condition 

Will be respected I — ( To the men.) Go ! — 

Dacre. Yet one word more. — 

I would fain learn — (my house's privilege 
Invaded thus) — the intent of your pursuit ? 

Sir Nich. One that not e'en the loyal dedication ' 
Of thrice three thousand soldiers to the King, 
Would buy to silence ! — To detect a murd'rer, 
And yield him to the laws. — 

Dacre. Still, inexplicit ! — 

Sir Nich. In the King's name, then, — {unfolds the scroll^) 

I demand surrender 
Of one who, in your lordship's company, 
Did on the eve of May, feloniously 
Kill and destroy a park-keeper of mine, 
Fast by the lodge of Hillingsly— 

Dacre {interrupting). Sir Sheriff!— 

/ answer for that crime ! — 

Sir Nich. My Lord ! my Lord ! — 

You sport beside a dark and dread abyss !— « 
Think twice ere ye thus brave me — 

Dacre. Twice, or thrice, — 

B 2 
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And still my purpose is unchang'd ! — / answer 
For that man's death unto the laws ! — 

Sir NtcA. (eagerly.) Reflect ! — 

Your name is stainless, — one of high acoompt 
In the land's annals. — Pause ! — 

Dacre, For the third time 

I say, I answer for the homicide ! — 

Sir Nick. The law defines it — murder! — 

Dacre. Whatsoe'er 

Ye term the act, — I answer for 't 

Sir Nich. (tdking him aside.) Your grandsire 
Fought by my side in many a valiant field, — 
Sat by my side at many a festal board, — 
VU not hear this I — 
{To his men.) Go ! — execute your warrant — 

Dacre (stops them). Who 'ff dare to sack my house, when 
on the threshold 
I thus surrender to the claims of justice 
The man ye seek? — (To Sir Nich.) Is't you. Sir, who 

would give 
So strange a sample of the course of law ? — 
So mad a precedent?— (7b the men.) — Stir at your peril ! — 

Sir Nich. Your blood be on your head !— Your sword, 
my Lord ! 

Dacre (urdnicklinff it). Not long, I trust, to bide out of 
my keeping. — 
England hath too much need of faithful friends 
To spare a blade so true ! — (Surrenders his sword.) 
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{Mark thratos himself weepinff at Dacr^s feet.) 

Mark. My good young Lord ! — 

This must not be I — ^'tis sin, — ^'tki sacrilege I — 
These men shall trample on my hoary hairs 
Ere I will see you borne a prisoner 
From the unsullied dwelling of your fathers. — 

Daere. Old man,— old worthiest friend ! — 

{Stoops over him.) 

Mark. Your infancy 

Was passM in these poor arms, — they ""U find strength yet 
To grapple with the first who dares to lay 
His hand upon my master ! — 

Dacre {raising him). Fear not, fear not ! — 

I 'to good assurance that this seeming peril 
Will pass and be forgotten, —Nay, — I pray ye — 
Prove your affection by subiiiissiveness. 
{To Sir Nich.) Now?— whither are we bound? — 

Sir Nich. To Hastings Castle ; — 

There to abide the King^s award. — 

Dacre. Tonight? — 

Sir Nich. Your lordship's vassals ill would brook the 
shame 
To-morrow's dawn must yield. — We '11 forth to-night I 

Ejiter the Lady Anne^ endeavouring to keep back 
Da4T^s wife and children. 

{Ladtfs voice without.) My Lord ! — my -Lord I {Enters.) 
Anne. Distract him not, sweet sister ; 
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Shake not his courage with your tears.— Forhear. — 
Pray ye^ forbear ! — 

The Lady Mary bursts «n, a child in her hand, and 

rushes to Lard Dacre* [Exit Anne. 

Lady. What means, what means this clamoiu:, — 

What means this dread array? — a prisoner? — Thou f — 

They dare not. — Who shall touch thee? — irAo unclasp 

This dear embrace ? — ( To the child.) Cling to thy father ! 

cling, 
And challenge yonder men to snatch him from us I — 

Dacre. Be comforted ! — ^'Tis a mere form : — ^to-morrow 
Will see me here again — unscathM — unsham'd ! — 

Lady. Once past this threshold's safety, — thou nor I 
Can guess what forms of law may touch thy life. — 
The land is stain'd with blood, — ^the King is ruthless I— 
I swear thou shalt not go, — ^thou shaU not leave me. 
Dacre {to Mark). Bear her away I—her anguish tortures 
me! — 

Enter Sir Walter Mansely supported by Poyntz and 
Roydon ; Lady Anne following. 
ManseL Dacre ! — Thy generous purpose hath transpired ! 
Was it well done, my Lord, thus to o'erwhelm 
With nobleness and service past redemption. 
Thine unsuspecting friends ? 
Dacre. Away— away I — 

Mansel {to Sir Nich.) Sir — we 're your prisoners ! — In 
our surrender 
We claim our friend's enlargement 
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Sir Nich. {stendy.) 'Tis too late !— 

AU. How mean ye, Sir? — 

Sir Nich. On his own self-accusal, — 

In presence of these men and of his household — 
Lord Dacre stands committed. — England's laws 
Must judge betwixt his guilt and yours ! — 

ManseL Yet hear me — 

Sir Nich. Reserve your eloquence, — your plight may 
need it ! — 
( To his men.) Escort them hence I — {Javelin men surround 
them.) 

Lord Dacre stands in the midst, supporting his 
lady, the child clinging to his knees. Mark be- 
side him, cUisping his hands. 
Dacre {to his lady). Good angels guard thee, love! — 
Fear not for me ! — 
Mary ! — look up ! — 

{Perceives that she has fainted, and places her in 
the arms of Lady Anne.) 

Now, — while she 's thus unconscious. 
Away! {A murmur arnong his household; they advance; 
Dacre signs them back.) 
No rescue, Sirs I — my own wild will 
Hath brought this peril on me. {To Sir Nich.) — Pray ye, 
on! 

END OF ACT III. 



66 DACRE OF THE SOUTH ; [act iy. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 
A chamber in the EarlofAbergavennj/s house, at Westminster. 
. Enter Abergavenny and Mark. 

Aberg. My daughter absent still ? Alas ! 

Mark. This moment 

Your lordship^s barge hath touched the garden stair. — 
My lady's train alighteth. — 

Aberg. From the Tower 

She comes, — her duty^s daily pilgrimage, — 
Fostering the grief that feedeth on her life, 
By solacing the captive hours of Dacre ! 

Mark. A prisoner, — dishonoured as a felon, — 
And yet his innocence avouch'd of all ! 

Aberg. Consorting with the guilty, we incur 
^The penalties that brand their lawlessness. 
The Tower hath clos'd her jarring gates upon him. — 
The Tower, — that Calvary of sacrifice, — 
The Tower, — whose soil — a mass of human ashes — 
Still thirsts for human blood, nor lacks libation I 

Mark. E'en as King Henry's craving courtiers thirst 
For gold and gear of those whom foul attainder 
Strips of their lives and fortunes at the block I — 
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Aberg. Take heed, old man! — Such words are dan- 
gerous ! 

Enter the Lady Mary. 

My child ! — 

hady. My father ! {they embrace.) 

Oh ! in that dear word 
Abides as much of comfort as a soul 
So lost as mine dare cherish ! (kneels.) Bless me, father I 

Aberg. Blessings be on thy head — and heavenly mercy 
Confirm the benediction to thy soul ! 

Lady. Amen ! (rises.) If ever woman lack'd sustain- 
ment 
From aid divine, *tis // — 

Aberg. Say, dearest — say ! 

What tidings of thy lord ? — 

Lady. His spirit's strength 

Riseth with each probation; — full of trust 
In the law's equity, and the strong aidance 
Of sympathising friends* 

Aberg. No mortal aidance 

May reach so lost a cause ! — 

Lady. While I am near him, 

His soul is calm. But when our parting hour 
Consigns him once again to solitude, — 
Himy — in whose frame the quickening pulse of life 
Beats so responsive to the joys of others, — 
Him, — to whose breast earth's sunshine and free air 
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Impart such rapturous sense of ecstasy, — 
His spirit sinks within that silent cell 
Haunted by spectres of the Past and Future ; — 
The Past, with its sweet, sad, reproachful smile^ 
The Future, with averted face, still pointing 
To a dishonoured grave I — 

Aberg. The grave ! 

Lady. Oh ! father ! — 

That word, — that thought — ^have pity on us, father I 
Go to the King. — Fall on thy bended knees. — 
Tell him how blest a life of love and peace 
This heavy chance hath blighted. — Plead for us I — 
Thou art too cold — too calm ! — There is vet time I — 

Aberg. He must abide his triaL 

Lady. Wherefore must he ? — 

The King's word is our law ! — 

Aberg. It doth confirm 

The law, but cannot shake its dread foundations. 
Dacre must bide his triaL- — 

Lady. In thy words 

There breathes such marble coldness as the tomb 
Strikes to a living heart — Thou hast no soul 
For intercession I — 

Aberg. From Whitehall, e'en now, 

I come. — I 've cringed in Henry's antechambers 
Mid grooms and pursuivants, — petitioning 
His servants' servants, to procure me access 
Where England's peers have charter'd right to enter. — 



80BNB I.] OR, THE OLDEN TIME. 59 

Lady. And they denied it ? — Speak ! — 

Aherg. A paltry bribe 

Enforced my privilege ! — ^Yon venal court 
Hath not a door but keys of gold will loosen. 

Lady. Thou *8t seen him then ? — ^Ay ? — Thou hast seen 
the King, — 
The King gave patient ear to thee?— Say on ! — 
Speak ! — 

Aberg. He gave ear^ — cold, sullen, callous ear ! — 
No bursts of passion, as I Ve seen him use 
T' appal some pale petitioner, — no oaths.— 
He listened as a man whose inward purpose 
Is clench'd with iron. — 

Lady {JdinJOy). Well! — when all was said? — 

Aberg. He answered, (in a tone intense and fearful 
As the fell tiger's growl when cowered to spring,) 
That I, — the husband of a traitor^s daughter, — 
Had aptly wed my daughter to a traitor I — 

Lady. That was mere wantonness of scorn, — no thrtaJt ! 
What said he more ?— 

Aberg. {solemnly.) That the same axe oVr rusted 
With the black blood of hapless Buckingham 
Thirsted anew for Dacre's ! (Supports her.) My poor 

child, 
Bom of a race foredoomed, — doom'd to give birth 
To one no less unhappy, — pardon me 
That I must wound thee thus I — ^^s fit thou know 
The worst ! — 
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Lady (resuming her energy). There is no worst while 
hope remains. 
The threats of Kings are breathy like other men's, 
Which after-words may cancel. — 

Aberg. Henry's threats 

Have rarely lack'd fulfilment I — To his ear 
Some enemy, with base and festering tongue, 
Hath borne the tale of Dacre*s wild contempts f-* 

JLady* Some enemy ? — He 'd none, — no enemy ! — 
His cordial nature, — pure as lands that breed 
No reptile race, — defied their growth I — He 'd none I 

Aherg. He stood too high to be unmark'd of envy.— 
The wrath of kings, as of the skies above them. 
Deals on the loftiest mark its bolt of death. 
Henry was eager for a fault in Dacre; 
And when a royal arm is nerved to strike. 
Never yet lack'^d there parasites to whet 
The sword of vengeance in a monareh's hand. — 

Ltody. And this is all the comfort thou canst yield me ! 

Aberg. Thou speak'st as I were cold in Dacre's cause ! — 
Hold'st thou for nought the bitter ashes scattered 
By his sad plight upon thy father's head ? — 
Heaven knows how dearly I have lov'd thy lord I 

Lady. Have lov'd ! — oh ! talk not thus, — as he were 
numbered 
With things we have surviv'd — the sepseless dead^ 
The bootless past ! — Have lov'd ? — Oh ! love him still f 
And bid him live, and bid thy child be happy ! — 
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Though Henry's heart be callous to thy pray'r, 

Hast thou no portion in the Nation's councils ? — 

No voice ? — Is privilege so little worth, 

That one of England's proudest Barons bows 

Poorly submissive to a king whose laws 

Are writ in bloody — death-warrants, — dooms, — attainders ? 

Whose sceptre is the axe, — whose minister 

The executioner, — whose saving grace 

A baptism of blood ? — Be it not said 

The House of Neville was so king-ridden 

By this bad man ! — 

Aberg, Daughter ! — 

Lady. That name might teach thee 

A kindlier glow — 

Aberg. One chance befriends us yet ! 

Audley de Walden, the High Chancellor, 
(A m^n in whose great mind justice and mercy. 
Like Isaac^s twinbom wrestling in the womb, 
Contend for mastery,) is to preside 
At Dacre^s trial From his wise suggestion 
May rise some mitigating plea. — We '11 seek him. — 
It is the hour he quits the court — Attend me ! 
Forbear all rash remonstrance ! — 
{About to lead her ottt.) Ho ! within ! 

Enter two serving-men. 
Go ! warn my bargemen to the landing-stair. 

And wait upon our escort — 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE 11. 

Cbset of the Chancellor. A table with parchments ; two 
Chairs of State. Lord Audky discovered writing^ Secre^ 
tary attending. First and Second Privy Councillors in 
Jrontf—four outers in the background. 

Audley (giving papers). This» by express to Greenwich 
— to the Kmg ! — 

(Secretary hows. Shouts without,) 
What shouts are these ? — 

Sec. The populace escorting 

The Earl of Essex to the Tower. 

Audley. ^Tis well 

The King had left Whitehall, — or Cromwell^s cause 
Would gain small credit by their demonstrations. \Exit Sec. 

( Turning towards the Privy Councillors.) 
Your pardon, Sirs ! — ^Tbese anxious times impose 
Such labour on his Grace's faithful servants, 
That the small courtesies of life are missed. 
Your pardon ! — Hath the council sat to-^lay ? 

First Priv. Coun. Touching this matter of the young 

Lord Dacre. * 

Audley. Why, what imports the council in't? — The pri- 
soner, 
Arraigned on high impeachment, waits his trial 
Before the King's commission ! — 
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First Priv. Coun, 6ood» my Lord^ 

'Twas by his Majesty''s express disposing. 
The trial of the prisoner must be foUow'd 
By speedy execution. 

Audley. Must it so ? — 

What? — Ere a note of "Guilty'' be recorded, 
Do ye prejudge his cause ? 

Second Priv. Coun. His cause is naught — 

His Majesty hath so expounded it ! 
The act was murder; — and a felon peer 
Dies like a felon pauper : — ^'tis the law ! — 

Audley. When pro^d a felon and a murderer 
Before the searching inquest of his country. 

First Priv. Coun. Ay, prorfd^ — as Thomas Fiennes this 
day will be I — 

Audley. Too much of exultation, Sir, methinks, 
In such a tone applied to such a grief ! — 
There 's strong appeal to human charity 
In frailties of the young. — A man less vers'd 
Than I in your high merits, might conceive 
You found a triumph in Lord Dacre's doouL-^ 

First Priv, Coun. I doy — my L6rd ! — pray ye believe. 
Idol- 
Were I to see his head fall at the block, 
'Twould wake no mercy in me. — ^.I should say 
" So perish the King's enemies !" — 

Audley (surprised). The Kinds'! — 

Lord Dacre's crime, Sir, was mere rash consorting 
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With loose companions, who, in tide of revel. 
Made forth to steal a deer : — (no flagrant matter, — 
A thing of mulct and fine, — a very nothing 
To breed a stir for !) — but by luckless chance 
Riot ensued, — a fray,— ^a fatal blow ;— 
Convicting thus a noble of the realm 
Within a penal statute. — This is all, Sirs !— 
Would ec^ry felon's cause brought argument 
So weighty to the royal clemency I — 

First Priv. Ctnm. Ay I — were this all — 

Audlet/. Pr^ythee, what knowst thou more ? 

That the estates of our young heritor 
Lie in the sunniest landlight of the realm ? 
That Dacre of the South hath castles, — parks, — 
Manors, — ^rich plate and lordly hangings, — ^apt 
For the poor human worms that creep and fatten 
On confiscation ? — Fie ! — there 's something loathly 
In preying on the reliques of a victim 
Thus by anticipation — Fie, I say ! 

First Priv. Cotau I scarcely read your lordship's mood 
to-day. 
Yet if my ignorance might so presume, 
I M say Lord Audley's shrewd sagacity 
Was dimmed by favour towards a traitor's cause, 
Or by a miracle ! — 

Audley. Call him not traitor ! — 

I 'd have that hateful word so set apart 
In the land's language, with especial shame 
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To paint the wretch disloyal to his King, — 
That not another human fault might share 
The heinousness of such an imputation ! — 
Second Priv. Coun. In this, as in all else, Lord Audley 
binds 
Wisdom and Virtue link in link ; — and yet, 
We must repeat, there *s treason in this man ! 
Audley. Upon what proof, Sir? — 
Second Priv. Coun. On the word of one 

In birth and means his scarcely less than equal, — 
Who waits without your lordship's gracious pleasure* 
Audley. Let him appear I — 

[^Exit First Privy Councillor. 
{Aside.) There 's malice in their zeal : — 

Or the strong lust of spoil (which hath dissevered 
The lands of England, once inalienable 
From sire to son, till scarce a manor knows 
To name its owner,) spies new forfeitures 
And paves their way with treachery ! — 

Re-enter First Privy CovmUlor^ showing in Hubert. 

Ha I your errand I 
Hubert {giving a scroti). The finding of the jury, good 
my Lord, 
With summary of proof and special verdict 
Recorded on Lord Dacre's four companions- 

Audley {reads hastily). « Guilty T — the sentence 
"Death !'*— Our trusty Sheriff 
Loseth no time, methinks I — 
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Hubert. My kinsmaii's duties 

Press for instructioa of the royal pleasure 
Touching their eiLecution. — 

Audky. How I — So hasty ?•— « 

Hubert. Immediate death 's the sentence. 

Audley {to Privy Cauncillars). A brief respite 

Might yield these wretched men some saving grace 
From evidence adduced on Dacre's triaL — 

Hubert (eagerly). My Lord ! — the land's tranquillity is 
perilled 
By ev'ry hour they breathe ! — The common mind 
Is sorely wrought upon. — The people murmur: — 
The murderM man was of their own condition : — 
Their fellowship is not as ours, which sees 
A comradQ torn from out its ranks, and closes 
Listless and dumb over the vacant space* 
In their strong hearts both love and hate attain 
A giant growth. An injury done to them 
Must be aton*d. Were favour but surmis'd 
Towards these titled ruffians, discontent 
Might grow to disaffection, — tumult, — treason. — 

Audley. How, Sir ? — ^The King's good shire of Sussex 
show 
So bad a spirit ? — Hath the Sheriff's hand 
No stronger hold on its subordination ? — 
This must be look'd to !— 

First Priv. Coun. Lo ! the fatal fruit 

Of Dacre's lawless precepts and exaniple ! — 
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Audley (io Hubert). Of which we call on yoti^ Sir, for 
the proof ! — 
Be brief! — 

Hnbert Nay, wherefore tax my dingle voice 
With accusation ? — 

Second Priv. Cowiu Sir ! — without evasion 
Deliver here what to ourselves ye trusted 
To bear to the King'^s ear ! — 

Hubert {hurriedh/). That in his castle 

Of Hurstmonceux, like some unruly Baron 
Of times more turbulent, Dacre hath assembled 
A company of wild and lawless men, 
Marring the country''s peac^ with loud excesses^ — 
Deriding the King's government and peraony— - 
Arraigning aU things royal or religious,- 
And seeking — 

Enter Secretary ^ condu^nff the Earl of Abergavenny and his 

daughter^ veiled. 

Sec {to Lord Audley.) Good, my Lord — 

Audley (to Hubert). A moment's patience ! 

Goes to receive Lord Abergavemny^ Lady unveils.) 

Aberg. Presuming on old memories of friendship, 
I bring an humble suitor to your Giiace I 

Audky. Would that some happier prompting had pro- 
cured me 
So sweet a guest I^ — ( Takes her hand.) — Sit, gentle lady ! 

Lady (attempting to kneel). Nay, Sir, 
It is my knee must greet ye ! [Exit Sec. 

r 2 
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Audky^ Pray ye rise, 

And take your place beside us. By God's will. 
You 're come to hear, — ay ! — and belike to answer, 
Strange pleading 'gainst your lord I — There are some here 
Pretend that by disloyal exhortations 
He doth pervert his vassals from allegiance 
Unto their sovereign lord; — enkindling thus 
Rebellion in the land. 

Lady (starting up). Who dares assert it? — 
If ever England had a son devoted, 
Life, — spirit, — ^fortunes, to her welfare, — nay. 
If ever human heart throbb'd with affection 
For home and fatherland, — 'tis Dacre's ! — Show me 
The arch-detractor, who, in his misfortunes, 
Hath heap'd this shame upon his head !-— 

Audley (pointing to Hubert). Behold him ! 

Pelham of Laughton. 

Lady (with energy). You, Sir ! — you, who shar'd . 
Our hospitality, — sat by our hearth, — • 
Clasp'd hand in hand with us, in seeming friendship^ — 
Yoiij Sir, — of gentle lineage and estate, — 
Yoitj to turn eaves'-dropper, and play the spy, 
Like some poor lackey ! — Oh I I pity ye — 
That have this fair exterior, — yet so lack 
The inward graces of a gentleman ! — 

Audley (to the Priiyy Councillors). You hear. Sirs ? 

Fir^ Priv. Cowi. Ay, my Lord ! — a woman's railing. 
But no disproof! — 
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JLady. What proof is it ye Seek ?-r 

What single hour of Dacre's life gives colour 
To such impeachment? — At what time of day 
Answer'd he grudgingly the royal summons 
For impost, — levy, — tax,— benevolence ? — 
Money or men o'er which he held control, 
Were more the King's than his ! — 

(Lowers her tone,) I blush to be 
So poor an advocate : — but trust me, Sirs, 
There 's not a voice among our people, — not 
A man of mark (saving yon Judas there), 
Among our worthies, — but proclaims as loudly 
The innocence of Dacre of the South ! — 

Enter Secretary^ two Vergers^ and two Macers, tearing the 

Seakj 4*c. 

Sec. My Lord ! th' assembled court awaits your presence. 
All is prepared. 

Audley. 'Tis surely not till noon 

The trial should come on? — 

First Priv. Coun. Mid-day hath struck ! — 

We wait but to escort your lordship ! — 

Audley {to the Lady). Madam ! 

Comfort be with ye ! — Should it please ye bide 
The issue here (where tidings good or evil 
Will prompdier reach ye) — 

Lady. Oh ! my gracious Lord ! — 

Let me attend ye forth. — Find some poor nook 
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Where mine own ears will teach the fearful lesson 
It may be mine to learn I — 

Aherg. Thou 'It not have strength 

To wrestle with the hearing. — 

Lady. Trust me, — trust me ! 

Audley {as heU gcing^ aside to Abergavenm/). Dispose of 
her discreetly. Fear the worst 
Black witness hath been borne, and Dacre's fortunes 
Weigh down his cause to deaih /**Heav'n's peace be with her I 
{To Htibertj as he is going,) For you, Sir, I have words in 
private ! — On ! — 

{Exit Audley^ in procession with Vergersj Maeers, 
Privy CouTicUlorsj Hubert^ Secretary^ Sfc 
Aberg. {to his daughter.) Pr'ithee, let 's home ! 
Lady {wildly). Henceforth I have no home. 

I read my husband's sentence in his looks ! — 
My home 's where Dacre is,— -the Tower to-day,«- 
The grave to-morrow.— Nay, deny it not !— 
Aberg. My child, my child! — 

Lady. Bring me to where he is — 

Let me behold him; — let me hear him plead 
Against these chaflFerers in blood ;— or dread 
The desperation of a grief like mine ! — 
Aberg. Be calm — 

Lady. So thou content my prayV I — 

Aberg. Then forth — 

I have thy promise ? — 

Lady. To my Lord, — to Dacre ! 

Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

Westminster HaU* 

Yeomen of the Guard ranged in line on either side^ heepinff 
back a crmod of spectators, — In the centre^ a tribunal^ con- 
sisting of Peers and Privy Councillors^ seated at a long 
table; Lord Audley presiding as High Steward* Secre- 
taries, Vergers, Macers, Ushers, Criers, Advocates, S^c» S^c, 

Audley. Summon the prisoner !— 

Crier. Ho I Thomas Fiennes, — 

Lord Dacre of the South and Peer of England^ 
Come into eourt I — 

Enter Lord Dacre, preceded by two Yeomen of the 
Guard, and followed by the Lieutenant of the 
Tower. A Verger marshals him to the left of 
the table. A murmur is heard among the spec- 
tators. 

First Sped. A goodly gentleman ! — 

Second Spect. A noble bearing I — 

Crier. Silence in court! — The Lord High Steward 
ariseth. 

Audley. My Lord ! — you 're summoned here to be in- 
structed 



72 PACRE OF THE SOUTH ; [act iv. 

In the finding of a court specially called 
By the King's pleasure. — With all diligence 
These gentlemen, his Councillors, have heard 
The deposition of your witnesses, — 
The pleading of your counsel — The result 
Accredits fatally the dread arraignment 
Preferred by the King^s Advocate. — My Lord ! — 
Ere we proceed to judgment, I invite ye 
To show some mitigating plea wherefore 
Sentence of death be not recorded — Speak ! — 

Enter^ among the crowds Abergavenny and the Lady, 

Dacre. Is such the vaunted wisdom of your laws ? — 
Is this your equity? — Am I denounced 
On a vague charge, by secret witnesses ?— 
Confront these slanderers with me face to face — 
Or bid me not attempt their refutation. — 

Audley. The evidence hath been maturely weight: 
So stands the law, by the King's grace propounded. 
By parliament confirm^. — You know th' arraignment 

Dacre. The charge is "murder I ** — I reply — "not 

GUILTY I" — 

But in a cause pre-judged, pre-sentenced thus, — 
What purports my defence ? — 

First Priv. Coun. The court hath heard 

Its witnesses substantiate a confession 
Made freely by your Lordship — 

Dacre {scartifuUy), My confession ! — 
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Mrst Priv* Coun. Such self-incrimination brings with it 
A weight most mighty ! — 

Dacre. Ay f to willing minds ! — 

If there be none among ye present here 
Who can conceive the warmth of self-devotion 
Impelling friend tor friend to put in peril 
His Ufe and fortunes,— I have more compassion 
For you and yours, than for the plight I stand in ! 

{A murmur of approbation among the spectators.) 
Vain was my -purpose :-ye have ta'en your victim ! 
But let your laws which doomed the life of Mansel, 
Protect at least my plea of innocence ! — 

First Priv. Coun. My Lord! the court's solemnity 
admits 
No trifling with its records : — ^your confession 
Is in our minutes duly noted ! — 

Dacre. Sir ! 

To a tribunal more august — more solemn 
I lift my hand as guiltless. 

God of Heaven ! 
Hear me and judge mC)— Kir incline the hearts 
Within thy rule and governance, to justice ! — 

First Priv. Coun. He doth blaspheme the King ! 

Dacre. Thou dost blaspheme 

The King of Kings, — thou, — who wouldst desecrate 
The throne, which is His temple, with a crime.-— 

Spectators. A noble gentleman ! — 

Crier. Silence in court — 
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Audley. Your Lordship's presence at the scene of blood- 
shed 
Is incontestable 1 — 

Dacre (contemptuoudy). Ay !— ^Tlo attests it ? — 
The yictim ?— 

Atidley. Most suflScient witnesses, 
Upon whose word — 

Lady (bursting through the guard). My Lord ! — ^we have 
a witness, 
A living witness, — an unquestion'd witness, — 
Will prove his absence ! — 

First Priv. Coun. Some accomplice ! — 

JLady. No !— - 

The widow of the dead. — ^Ye will not surely 
Refute the victim's widow? — Oh ! my Lords — 
If ye Ve no faith in human virtue^ do not 
Deny its frailties. — Would revenge so sleep 
As screen the murderer of her husband ? — 

First Priv. Coun. Ay,— 

If lucre tempted her ! — 

Lady {toith energy). It tempts thyself! — 
The crime of Dacre 's writ in the broad lands 
Ye hunger for, not in th** offended law. 
Were he as poor of pelf as thou of soul 
He had been free to range the world, as thou 
To wreak these persecuticms on his head I — 

First Priv. Coun. What makes this woman here ? (To 
Vergers.) Remove her. 
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Dacre {taking her into his arms). Nay !•— 
She shall offend no further ! {To the Court.) Lo ! your 

sentence I 
Defence were waste of words, — my cause is judged. — 
Sec {aside to Audtey^ giving a paper.) My gracious 
Lord, — despatches from the King. 

During the foUowvng speech^ Audleg casts his eye 

over the paper^ communicates loith the tribunalj 

and the Privy Councillors unanimously hold up 

their left hands. 

Dacre {to his La^). {Ixert thy fortitude, — all hope is 

past ! — 
Ijody {weqping distractedly). Ob! no, — oh! sport not 
thus with destiny I 
Think of thy wife, — thy children ! — In thy being 
Our welfare hath its life, --and dies with thee ! 

Crier. Silence in court!— -The Lord High Steward 

ariseth. 
Audley. The finding of the court is ^^ guilty I" 
Spectators. How ?-- 

Audley. Its sentence — " Death ! * — 
Dacre {looking up). Hear him, avenging Heav*n J 

Of this, as of all else» absolve my aoul ! — 

Audley. The pleasure of the King is that the prisoner 
Be from this Hall conducted to the Tower, — 
Thence — to the block ! — 

Dacre. Oh I wise and righteous sentence 

Disposing of a human life, as 'twere 
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A trinket granted by the breath of Kings 

To be resum'd at will ! — 

(To the Court.) Your jurisprudence 

Hath lessons still to learn, and to forget ! 

Oh ! be they taught by the triumphant cry 

Of an enfranchised nation, giving thanks 

For a renewal of its ancient charters. — 

Justice is for the Free ! — The hoary heads 

A despof s foot hath trampled, forfeit thence 

Their god-like gifts of mind, — as dungeon damps 

Quench the pure light of Truth I — (^1 mtarmur.) 

All is not lost ! — 
A day will come when Britain's reeking soil, 
Wet with the blood of martyrs, shall send forth 
An emblem for the worship of mankind !— 
Why, — why — withhold a victim more or less 
Whose death may fertilize that glorious growth? 
Lo ! on that day, the spirits of the just 
Shall hover o'er the triumph of the land 
And bless the sufferings that avail'd her cause ! — 

(Murmur renewed.) 
Audley. Break up the Court 

(To the Lieutenant of the Tower.) 

Conduct the prisoner forth ! 

Lieutenant of the Tower approaxJies^ and attempts 
to disengage Lord Dacre from the arms of his 
wife. 
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Lady. No, — ne'er to part again till death I — You'd not 
Divide us on the eve of such a day ?—{Struffffle8,) 

Audky {to Aberg.) My Lord ! — I do beseech ye, claim 
your daughter — 
These struggles serve to aggravate her griefe ! — 

Aberg. (tearing her atoay,) My miserable child I — Resist 
not I — 

As Dacre is marched off under guard of the Yeomen 
and Ldeutenant of the Tower, the Ladg escapes 
from her father , and drags herself on fier knees 
afier Lord Dacre. 
Lady. No ! — 

Oh ! no, — they shall not part us, — ^never, — never ! 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

Closet of the Lord Chancellor. 

Enter Lord Audley^ and seats himself at the tabUj Lady Amie 
Fiermes foUoioing him; Secretary intercepting her at the 
door. 

Sec. Lady, it may not be : — make me not seem 
Regardless of your^tears. — His lordship's hour 
Of audience bath expired. — 

Anne {putting him aside). I come not, Sir, 
To sue for pity, but to claim a right ! — 
Will the King's delegate withhold a right ? — 

Audley {looking round). So peremptory ? — (To Sec.) Say! 
what suitor's this ? — 

Sec. The noble sister of Lord Dacre I — 

Anne. Ay, 

My Lord, — his sister ;^'with a holier title 
Henceforth invested, — Walter Mansel's widow :— 
Wife for an hour, — widow for evermore ! — 
The rigour of your laws hath sacrificed 
The lover of my youth. — Take heed, take heed. 
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Another victim reek not on your altars; — 
Or, when the axe falls on my noble brother, — 
My brave^ my glorious Dacre, — HeaVn itself 
May deal its retributions on a land 
Defird by deeds so ruthless I — 

Audley^ May its mercy 

Grant you the grace of resignation ! — 

Arme. How, — 

Resign myself to yield the young, the good, 
The happy — to a death of shame? — My Lord, — 
Patience becomes a crime where tyrants reign ! — 
I could but be resign'd were Dacre's doom 
An act of justice* — 

Audley. Lady, the decree 

Of an august tribunal of the land — 

Arme {impatienay, taking a paper from her bosom). 
I have a paper here, which I 'd fain read — 
But ^twere as though the voices of the dead 
Spake in my ears again. — {To Sec.) Pray ye, Sir, take it I 
*Twa8 writ by Mansel in his dying hour, — 
Sign'd by his sad companions. — They are gone 
To their accompt, my Lord^ — gone to confront 
A Judge whom not e'en crime would dare accost 
With falsehood on its lips. — 

Sec. (havinff. looked over the paper.) An attestation, 
That when the fatal blow, was struck. Lord Dacre 
Was absent from the spot 

Attdky. The plea is naught : 
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Out laws expressly hold that fellowship 
Pending a lawless act, incriminates 
The whole assemblage. 

Anne (sternly). Sir, no human law 

Hath the forethoughted wisdom to contemplate 
All shades of circumstance. — ^This stands alone ! — 
For justice sake, beseech you, then, recite 
Unto the King these words of dying men : — 
Tell him four human lives are gone already, 
To avenge that single desith^— four happy lives ; — 
Tell him, among our vaunted English nobles, 
Not one so towardly — so full of promise— 
As Dacre. — Tell him how our grandsire served him 
In field and council. — He should know 't, methinks; — 
But kings have memory only for their wrongs, 
None for our virtues. — Tell him, in the wars 
Of Lancaster, the substance of our house — 
Its blood, — its breath, — were lavished on his cause. 
Tell him these stem extenuating truths ; — 
And should his hard heart falter, — then, my Lord, 
Bid him take all, — wealth, honours, feofs, endowments, — 
But leave us life, — leave us my brother'^s life, — 
And we will kneel, as for an act of mercy ! — 

AtuUet/, Are you advi^d in this ? 

Anne, Advised by love 

Past all computing of mere worldly dross ! — 

Audley. Lord Dacre (think ye), might be mov'd to tender 
Such an alternative ? — 



8CBNB I.] OR, THE OLDEN TIME. 81 

Anne. My brother ? — Never ! — 

He M scorn a life was bought and bargain'd for. 
Like some poor abject thing of merchandise- 
But why consult him ? — Oh ! my Lord, my Lord, — 
You 've access to the King, — you've influence, courage, 
Authority : — decree this, and 'tis done. — 

« 

Do not turn from me, — do not ! — Clinging thus 

Unto thy knees, new hopes revive my soul ! — 

That venerable brow brings back to me 

My sainted grandsire's presence. Good my Lord ! 

'Tis anguish makes me wild and petulant 

But now, I was a merry thoughtless girl, — 

Sunshine around me ; — not a care or fear 

Had touchM my soul ; — and lo ! this withering curse 

Fell on me in the brightness of my joy 

Making my springtime, winter. — Pity me ! — 

Audley (moved). Ay ! — from my heart of hearts ! — = 
Anne. Hast thou a daughter ? — 

Such as my grief is, hers might be. — King Henry 
Dooms to the block to-day who yesternight 
Drank of his cup of gladness. — Thine own child 
May plead as /am pleading ! — 

Audley. Gentle lady,— 

My good intent is yours ; — but count not rashly 
Upon my power. — The signatures I hold, 
Back'd by your eamesit eloquence, mighi move 
The King. — At noon, his Grace will reach Whitehall ; 

G 
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Await his coming forth : — / will be there 
To second ye. — 

Arme. Alas ! my gracious Lord, — 

Two hours ere noon, my brother dies : — so runs 
The warrant 

Audley. Fear not ! — a brief power of respite 
Rests with my office. — Go in peace. (leads her otit.) 

I pray ye — 
Warn not the prisoner — ^'twere a cruel kindness 
To shake life's parting sands with fruitless hope. 

Anne. And should no respite come ? 

Audley. Address your prayers 

To Heav'n : — my purpose will have fail'd. 

Anne {about to kneel). My Lord I 

Audley. No thanks ; — as yet my zeal hath nought 
avail'd ye ! 
At noon. — Remember I — {_Exit Anne, 

Now, to Henry's feet ! — 
Thou ! by whose mighty will the prophef s 'hand 
Wrung forth from Horeb's rock the living waters, 
Be with me in my pleading ! — God of mercy I 
Prosper my intercession with the King ! [Exit 

SCENE IL 

A paved court in the Tower of London. At the further ex- 
tremity^ an archway^ through which a train of ecclesiastics^ 
bearinff a silver cross, U seen departinff. Injrmtadcyon, 
with a grated door ; near it, a stone bench. The arch^ 
way guarded by Yeomen. 
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Enter from the donjon^ the Lieutenant of the Tower, followed 
by Lord Dacre, habited in mourning* 

Dacre. Thanks I — 'twas a peevish thought, — a captive's 
dream ! 
I wish'd, in my last day of earthly thraldom, 
To look unshackled on the glorious sun, 
And breathe the summer atmosphere. — I thank thee ! 
(Looks round.) I 'm happier here. — ^Yon chamber weighed 

me down 
With its chill vault-like vapours. — 

Lieitt. Noble Sir ! — 

Your soul 's at ease : — the comforts of the church 
Have breathed a balmier influence on your spirit 
The smiles shed on ye by yon shriving priests 
As on a son that honour'd them, — ^reveal 
The worthiness of your condition. — Sir ! 
Were words of gladness for a day like this, 
I 'd say, " be of good cheer !-^'tis well with thee !" 

Dacre. Thou wouldst say ill I — Exulting thoughts are 
not 
For erring man upon his day of doom ! 
For thee I 've other communing. — I pr'ythee, 
When the rude crowd press jestingly, anon, 
To gaze on my remains, — (for press they will — 
The lord that dies a felon's death must meet 
Each ignominious scorn that waits a felon !) — 
Shouldst thou amid the city throng detect, 
By their grave looks and simpler form of raiment, 

o 2 
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Some stragglers from my lands of Hurstmonceux, 

Come on a pilgrimage of love to look 

Upon their master, — let the knaves draw near. — 

They lov'd me well, good souls ! — ^no common bond 

Of vassalship united us ; — their faces, 

Were as the faces of £similiar friends 

When I went forth amidst them. — Let them come ! 

Lieut. Your wishes shall be laws to ma — 

Dacre, Among them, 

There may be one, — if grief have not bow*d down 
His hoary head, — will ask to press my hand. 
(Sad comfort for his age, that clay-cold hand !) 
Pr'ythee indulge him : — ^'tis the truest creature !— 
In infancy he tended me ; — ^in manhood 
His love was more a father's than an hireling's. 
It used to grieve me that he would not live 
To bless my manhood. — Lo ! he hath survived 
To weep upon my grave. — Thou 'It see him cared for ? — 

Lieut. As 'twere a friend^ my Lord I-— Th' ascending 
sun 
Warns me a sadder duty is at hand. 
'Twas at this hour, methinks, — 

Daci-e. My wife ! — my child ! — 

Think ye because I nam'd them not, their coming 
Was absent one sick moment from my soul ? — 

Enter y through the archway ^ the Earl of Abergavenny. 
Dacre (greeting him). Faithful unto thy trust I 
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Aberg. {mibracmg him,) Alas ! 

Dacre. My tvife ? — 

Aherg. Grief hadi so wrecked her poor distracted spirit 
That scarce a trace remains of happier days. 
No word escapes her lips, — no tear her eyes ; — 
But like the calm following some midnight storm, 
A deadly stillness shows the tempest's force : 
Thy Toice perchance may wake some touch of reason. 

Enter the Lady Mary^ in mourning^ led by her 
little son^ — haggard hut calm. 

Child. It is my father ! — See ! — [_Exit Lieut, 

Lady. Thou hast no father ! — 

Abergavenny takes her hand and leads h^r forward. 
Aberg. Behold ! *tis Dacre. — 

Lady {having examined him intently). Ay ! in sooth — in 
sooth, 
It is my husband. — Truant ! — what hath kept thee 
So long away ? — Come — let us rest awhile. 

(Draws him to the stone bendi^ and sits beside him.) 
My heart's so weary. — {Looks round.) How is this? — 

what means 
This place, — this dreary place ? — 

Aberg. Alas ! her reason 

Is lost, unless relieving tears restore her ! — 

Lady. Oh ! how unlike the home we used to dwell in. 
No flowers, — no happy faces ! — 

Dacre {with solemn earnestness). Blessed wife ! 
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Look firmly upon nam ! — This is the Tower — 
A prison — Queens have died in it ere now ! — 
And / must die here, Mary I — (Dost thou mark me ?) 
Dacre, whom thou so lov'st, must perish here, 
By shameful death. 

Lady {wildly). Ay ! — Dcure^ — ^but not tktm ! 

Abergavenny retires unth the child weeping to the 
hajckgrowfvd 

Dacre. Dost thou remember nothing of a grief 
Fell on us in the fulness of our joy ? — 

Lady. I do ! — Was 't not a trial ? — Thou wert with me, 
And we beheld a murderer judg'd to death. — 
It was a direful sight ! — 

Dacre. A direr still 

Will chance anon : — the executioner 
Must take the life so dear to thee. — Thy husband 
Dies in an hour, — Mary — thy husband dies ! — 
This kiss, love, is a parting one. 

Lady {vacantly). I know it ! — 

I was brought hither for a last farewell. — 
But what that word farewell imports, I know not 
Thou look'^st so sad — so stern, — and all around 
So gloomy — Press me nearer to thy side ! — 
I 'm fiill of fears, beloved, — I 'm full of fears. 
My heart throbs as 't would burst — What means all this ? 

Dacre. Listen ! — {He takes her hand; she looks anxiously 
into his face.) 

There '11 come a time hereafter, love, 
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When all thou hear'st this day,— rthis heavy day, — 
Will, like a strsun of recollected music, 
Steal back into thy soul ! — I 'd fain have had 
Some parting pledge to give thee, — some poor token 
Of our last interview. They 've ta'en all from me ! — 
Yet one thing stays within my rifled casket. 
Worthless in common eyes, beyond all price 
In those of wedded love. — 

(Takes two tresses of hair from his bosom.) 

Behold i dost thou 
Remember this ? — ^*Tis the first tnsss of hair 
Shred from our first-bom's head : — soft silken tress. 
Fair as the hopes that smil'd upon his birth ! — 

(Kisses it) 
How pale thy cheek was when thou gav'st it me — 
Young mother of an hour, — ^and when I thank'd thee. 
How pour'd thy tears down ! — 

(She clasps her hands^ bewildered.) 

Here 's another braid, — 
Thy own bright hair, — thy maiden gift to me ! — 
The flowers it binds fell from thy bosom, love, 
(Was it an omen ?) — on thy marriage-day. — 
They 're withered now. — I 've worn them next my heart 
As I 've worn thee ! — When our young son shall grow 
To manhood — give him these, — a sad bequeathment 
From his lost father. — Bid him look on them 
Whene'er he 'd call to mind the sacredness 
Of woman's love. — For in this parting hour. 
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Mary, when all earth's vanities are past, 
These still retain an empire's worth, — attesting 
Th' eternal treasure of thy tenderness ! — 

(She falls weeping on his neck.) 
Tears ? — ^let me kiss them off — ^my own — my wife ! 
(Abergavenny places the child by her side.) 
Lady, Oh ! Dacre, Dacre ! — ^why hast thou recalFd me 
To the overwhelming tide of agony 
Now rushing on my souL — Yes ! we must part — 
There 's scarce a moment in our life of love 
Left to us now. — ( Weeps on his shoulder.) 

Re-enter Lieutenant of the Tower ^ conducting six Privy 

Councillors. 

Lieut. My Lord ! — a deputation 

From the King's grace. — These noble gentlemen 
Have special message for your privacy. — 

Dacre consigns his wife to the arms of her father. 
Dacre. I yield her to your charge : — ^be careful o'^er her. 
I will rejoin ye yonder; — bear her in. 

Points to the donjon. Exeunt^ through the grated 
door^ Abergavenny^ Lady^ and child. 
Now, Sirs, — your pleasure? — [Exit Lieut. 

Hirst Priv. Coun. From our Lord, the King ! — 

His Majesty, out of his gracious mercy, 
Compassionating the dire extremity 
You stand in, signifies by us an act 
Of royal clemency. 



scBNE II.] OR, THE OLDEN TIME. 89 

Dojcre. Of clemency 7 

First Priv. Coun. I^ by the full confession of your guilt 
You ratify the justice of your sentence. 
Our sovereign lord hath purpose to commute 
To forfeiture of peerage and estate 
The penalty of death ! — 

Dacre. Confess my ffuilt ? — 

Ye surely mock me, Sirs. — Is good renown 
' So little worth, as to be bought and sold 
For a poor shred of parchment, or a birthright 
Of paltry acres ? — Oh ! ye deeply wrong 
The King ye serve, to talk of such conditions. 

Second Priv. Coun. We talk of deaths my Lord! — no 
thing to mock at I — 
A death of shame, — which you may thus escape. 

Dacre. Rather a deaths Sir, than a life of shame I — 
The honour of my name 's a heritage 
I owe unsullied to my children's children 
As by my sires it was bequeath'd to me ! — 
Those poor estates, too {ironicaUy)^ which ye rate so highly, 
Are derivations to my son, — a child 
So dear to me, that e'en his mother seems 
More precious when he 's smiling in her arms ! — 
You '11 say — (for ye are men of little scruple I) 
That, whether Dacre live or die, the King 
Will seize on his possessions. — Sirs I — /look 
Beyond the passing time. — The King is aged. 
A young and hopeful Prince succeeds. — (God save him !) 
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And youth and innocence upon the throne 
Foreshow a reign of mercy. — I appeal 
To him and to posterity for justice ! — 
Revel who may in Dacre^s forfeit lands, 
My children will hereafter sit beneath 
The trees this hand hath planted. — 

Tell King Henry 
Such was my answer ! — 

Second Priv, Couru Be advis'd, my Lord ! — 
He who rejects the proffered means of grace 
Is a self-seeking murderer. — 

Dacre. Thrice guilty 

Is he who slays the honour of a name 
Unstain'd for ages ! — Pray ye, Sirs, relieve me 
From thought of worldly cares at such a time. 

Enter Lady Anncj wildly. 
Sweet sister, — 

Anne. Ha ! no respite yet — no respite ? — 

The black array of death around the gates? — 

Dacre embracing her. — -{To the Privy CaundJhrs.) 
My Lords, my Lords ! ye see what dear demands 
Press on life's closing hour. — Respect my griefs. — 

First Priv, Coun. Once more, rash man, reflect I — 

Dacre. I have. — Once more, 

I say to ye, I am prepared for death. — 

First Priv. Coun. You have pronounced your doom. 

[Exeunt Privy CounciUors^ two by two. 
Dacre accompanies them a Jew pojces. 
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Arme (aside). The hours wear on !-^ 

No respite ! — Still, to the last fatal moment 
There 's hope — there 's hope, — [Dacre returns.) 

Brother, dear, best of brothers ! 
Too long I Ve lingered from thee : — there was one 
Whose parting hours had claims on me. 

Dacre. My friend ! — 

Whose early dreams of human love and virtue 
Have vanish'd, dewlike, in the morning sun. — 
How many yesterdays have thus exhal'd 
And brought no morrow: — not a trace — a deed — 
To prove the excellence time was maturing 
Deep in their silent soul. — Oh ! at this hour. 
If in my breast one vain regret abide, 
'Tis to bequeath no token to the future 
Of what I might have been. — 

Anne. Oh! brother, — brother! 

Dacre. Dear Mansel ! — Thou wert vnth him in his end — 
How died he? — 

Anne. As a sinful man should die, — 

Humble, but hopeful : — his whole soul intent 
On saving thee. — {Moll of muffled drum.) What means that 
horrid sound? — 

Dacre. This is no scene for hearts like thine. — Retire ! — 

Anne. Desert thee ? — Never ! — 

Dacre. 'Tis no womaris duty. — 

{Roll of muffled drum repeated.) 
Re-enter Lieutenant of the Tower. Lady Anne flies to him 

and seizes his arm. 
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Avne. A message from Lord Audley ! — is *t not so?-— 
You come to bring a respite ? — 

Lieut. Gentle lady, 

I pray ye, hasten from this fatal spot I {Takes her hand.) 
Anne {strtiggling). No, no ! — There '11 be a messenger 
anon ! — 
A respite 's on the road — ^tispkdffed'^^tisprami^d! — 
Thou It wait its coming? — Ay, thou 'It wait! — Man, — 

man! — 
What boots to thee a minute more or less? — 

{Roll of muffled drum repeated.) 
Enter a train of javelin men^ and line the court; vergers^ 

ushersj Sfc. last the Sheriffs of London. 
First Sheriff. In the King's name I — 

Deliver to our hands 
The body of Sir Thomas Fiennes, Lord Dacie^ 
That execution may be done on him, 
According to the sentence of the law. — 
God save King Henry 1 — 

(JRoU of muffled drum repeated.) 
Lieut, (to Dacre.) Sir ! the hour hath struck. 
{Lady Anne clings wildh/ to Dacre.) 
Anne. Monsters ! — Ye will not take him from my arms 
When I thus swear to ye, by all that's holy 
In Heav'n or earth, a respite is at hand? — 

Iktcre. Sweet sister, spare thyself and me ! — The cup 
Decreed me must be drain'd imto the lees — 
Farewell ! — 
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(Embraces her. Funeral bell sounds, and continues at intervals.) 

Be to my wife and babes as true 
As thou hast been to me. 

( To the Sheriffs.) — I wait your will ! — 

Anne frantic in front, while Dajcre takes his place 
in the procession between two ecclesiastics, followed 
by the Sheriffs. The javelin-men lead the way. 
Chamvting heard at a distance. 
Anne. Not yet ? — oh ! agony, — oh ! tardy wretch, 
That loiterest by the way, — 'twill be too late ! — 

As the bell sounds, she buries her face in her hands 
on one knee. The procession moves slowly. When 
Lord IkLcre has disappeared through the archway, 
the choristers chaunt *' De ProfundisJ* Lady 
Mary and her children rush from the donjon. 
Lady. Where is my husband ? — (a minute gun.) 

Ha I that maddening sound ! 
Where — ^where is Dacre ? — 

Anne. With the King of Kings ! — 

Gone, MURDERED ! — 

(Snatches the children, and presses her hands on 
their heads.) 

Orphans ! — to your knees, and pray ! — 

(The curtain falls.) 



NOTE. 

The fate of Thomas Fynes or Fiennes, Lord Dacre of the South, is 
related hy various historians, — Hollinshed, Stowe, Godwin, Camden, Dug- 
dale, &c. 

The details of his fate contained in HoUinshed's Chronicles, have heen 
followed, with very slight variations, in the foregoing play. His con- 
demnation, which (according to Hale's Pleas of the Crown,) estahlished 
a severe precedent in English law, occurred on the 27th of June, 1542, 
before Lord Audley de Walden, as High Steward, with nine other peers, 
to constitute a court ; and two days afterwards, being St. Peter's day, he 
was hanged at Tyburn, and buried in the church of St. Sepulchre. At 
eleven o'clock, on the day appointed for the execution, his lordship was 
delivered in the usual form to the Sheriffs of London ; when, just as they 
were quitting the Tower, a gentleman belonging to the household of the 
High Steward brought a respite, which the populace (who were strongly 
inclined in his favour) expected would prove final. Yet at two o'clock 
of the same day, he was again brought forth, and executed ! Historians 
agree that the severity of his sentence originated in the rapacity of the 
King's courtiers, who hoped to profit by the confiscation of his estates ; 
and certain notes compiled by Sampson Lennard (who, in the succeed- 
ing reign, became the husband of his daughter Margaret,) expressly 
point out two Privy Councillors as having stimulated the rigour of the 
court and the obduracy of the King. 

Lord Dacre was but twenty-four years of age when he suffered death, 
and a young man of exceeding promise. By his lady (Lady Mary Ne- 
ville, daughter to the Earl of Abergavenny, by Mary, daughter of Edward 
Stafford, Duke of Buckingham,) he left two sons and one daughter, who 
were restored in blood and honours in the first year of Queen Elizabeth. 

Fine portraits of Thomas Fiennes, Lord Dacre, and of his lady, by 
Holbein, exist in the family collection of Sir Thomas Barrett Lennard, 
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Bart. The house of Dacre, Dacres, or D'Acre, is of great antiquity ; 
dating its nohility to the feats of an ancestor distinguished at the siege 
of Acre, in the first Crusade. In the reign of Henry VIII. it was divided 
into two hranches, the Lords Dacre of the South and North. Lord 
Dacre of the North, (mentioned in the Lay of the Last Minstrel,) was 
Warden of the West Marshes, and impeached for high treason ; and it is 
remarkable that among all the state trials during that fatal reign, he was 
the only prisoner of note honourably acquitted. To the Lords Dacre of 
the South belonged Dacre Castle, Hurstmonceux Castle, the Manors of 
Gilsland^ Graystock, &c. The fine ruins of Hurstmonceux Castle still 
attest its former splendours. 



THE END. 
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